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I was in the Tupinamha, having a bizcocho and coflfee, 
when this girl came in. Everything about her said 
Indian, from the maroon rebozo to the black dress 
with purple flowers on it, to the swaying way she 
walked, that no woman ever got without carrying pots, 
bundles, and baskets bn her head from the time she 
could crawl. But she wasn’t any of the colors that 
Indians come in. She was almost white, with just the 
least dip of cafe con leche. Her shape was Indian, but 
not ugly. Most Indian women have a rope of muscle 
over their hips that gives them a high-waisted, mis- 
shapen look, thin, bunchy legs, and too much breast- 
works. She had plenty in that line, but her hips were 
round, and her legs had a soft line to them. She was 
slim, but there was something voluptuous about her, 
like in three or four years she would get fat. All that, 
though, I only half saw. What I noticed was her face. 
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It was flat, like an Indian’s, but the nose broke high, so 
it kind of went with the way she held her head, and the 
eyes weren’t dumb, with that shiny, shoe-button look. 
They were pretty big, and black, but they leveled out 
straight, and had kind of a sleepy, impudent look to 
them. Her lips were thick, but pretty, and of course 
had plenty of lipstick on them. 

It was about nine o’clock at night, and the place was 
pretty full, witli bullfight managers, agents, newspaper 
men, pimps, cops and almost everybody you can think 
of, except somebody you would trust with your watch. 
She went to the bar and ordered a drink, then went to 
a table and sat down, and I had a stifled feeling I had 
had before, from the thin air up there, but that wasn’t 
it this time. There hadn’t been any woman in my life 
for quite some while, and I knew what this meant. Her 
drink came, and it was coca-cola and Scotch, and 1 
thought that over. It might mean she was just starting 
the evening, and it might mean she was just Working up 
an appetite, and if it meant that I was sunk. The Tu- 
pinamba is more of a cafe than a restaurant, but plenty 
of people eat there, and if that was what she expected 
to do, my last three pesos wouldn’t go very far. 

I had about decided to take a chance and go over 
there when she moved. She slipped over to a place 
about two tables away, and then she moved again, and 
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I saw what she was up to. She was closing in on a 
bullfighter named Triesca, a kid I had seen a couple of 
times in the ring, once when he was on the card with 
Solorzano, that seemed to be their main ace at the 
time, and once after the main season was over, when he 
killed two bulls in a novillada they had one Sunday in 
the rain. He was a wow with the cape, and just moving 
up into the money. He had on the striped suit a Mexi- 
can thinks is pretty nifty, and a cream-colored hat. He 
was alone, hut the managers, agents, and writers kept 
dropping by his table. She didn’t have much of a 
chance, but every time three or four or five of them 
would shove off she would slip nearer. Pretty soon 
she dropped down beside him. He didn’t take off bis 
hat. That ought to have told me something, but it 
didn’t. All I saw was a cluck too stuck on himself to 
know how to act. She spoke, and he nodded, and they 
talked a little bit, and it didn’t look like she had ever 
seen him before. She drank out, and he let it ride for a 
minute, then he ordered another. 

When I got it, what she was in there for, I tried to 
lose interest in her, but my eyes kept coming back to 
her. After a few minutes, I knew she felt me there, and 
I knew some of the other tables had tumbled to what 
was going on. She kept pulling her rebozo around her, 
like it was cold, and hunching one shoulder up, so she 
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half had her back to me. All that did was throw her 
head up still higher, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her 
at all. So of course a bullfighter is like any other ham, 
he’s watching every table hut his own, and he had no 
more sense than to see these looks that were going 
round. You understand, it’s a dead-pan place, a big 
cafe with a lot of mugs sitting around with their hats on 
the back of their heads, eating, drinking, smoking, 
reading, and jabbering Spanish, and there wasn’t 
any nudging, pointing, or hey-get-a-load-of-this. They 
strictly minded their business. Just the same, there 
would he a pair of eyes behind a newspaper that 
weren’t on the newspaper, or maybe a waitress would 
stop by somebody, and say something, and tbere’d he 
a laugh just a little louder than a waitress’s gag is 
generally worth. He sat there, with a kind of a foolish 
look on his face, snapping bis fingernail against his 
glass, and then I felt a prickle go up my spine. He 
was getting up, he was coming over. 

A guy with three pesos in his pocket doesn’t want 
any trouble, and when the room froze like a stop- 
camera shot, I tried to tell myself to play it friendly, 
to get out of it without starting something I couldn’t 
stop. But when he stood there in front of me he still 
had on that hat. 
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“ My table, he interest you, ha ? ” 

“Your — what? ” 

“ My table. You look, you seem interest, Senor.” 

“ Oh, now I understand.” 

I wasn’t playing it friendly, I was playing it mean. 
I got up, with th6 best smile I could paste on my face, 
and waved at a chair. “ Of course. I shall explain. I 
shall gladly explain.” Down there you make it simple, 
because spig reception isn’t any too good. “ Please 
sit down.” 

He looked at me and he looked at the chair, but it 
looked like he had me on the run, so he sat down. I 
sat down. Then I did something I had wanted to do for 
fifteen minutes. I lifted that cream hat off his head, 
like it was the nicest thing I knew to do for him, slipped 
a menu card under it, and put it on a chair. If he had 
moved I was going to let him have ifi if tlrey shot me for 
it. He didn’t. It caught him by surprise. A buzz went 
over the room. The first round was mine. 

“ May I order you something, Senor? ” 

He blinked, and I don’t think he even heard me. 
Then he began looking around for help. He was 
used to having a gallery yell Ole every time he wiped 
his nose, but it had walked out on him this time. It was 
all dead-pan, what he saw, and so far as they were 
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concerned, we weren’t even there. There wasn’t any- 
thing he could do but face me, and try to remember 
what he ha d come for. 

“ The explain. Begin, please.” 

I had caught him with one he wasn’t looking for, and 
I decided to let him have another, right between the 
eyes. “ Certainly. I did look, that is true. But not at 
you. Believe roe, Senor, not at you. And not at tlie 
table. At the lady.” 

“. . . You — tell me this? You tell me this 
thing? ” 

“ Sure. Why not? ” 

Well, what was he going to do? He could challenge 
me to a duel, but they never heard of a duel in Mexico. 
He could take a poke at me, but I outweighed him hy 
about fifty pounds. He could shoot me, hut he didn’t 
have any gun. I had broken all the rules. You’re not 
supposed to talk like that in Mexico, and once you 
hand a Mexican something he never heard of, it takes 
him about a year to figure out the answer. He sat there 
blinking at me, and the red kept creeping over his ears 
and cheeks, and I gave him plenty of time to think of 
something, if he could, before I went on. “ I tell you 
what, Senor. I have examined this lady with care, and 
I find her very lovely. I admire your taste. I envy 
your fortune. So let us put her in a lottery, and the 
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lucky man wins. We’ll each buy her a ticket, and the 
one holding the highest number buys her next drink. 
Yes? ” 

Another buzz went around, a long one this time. 
Not over half of them in there could speak any English, 
and it had to be translated around before they could 
get it. He took about four beats to think it through, 
and then he began to feel better. “ Why I do this, 
please? The lady, she is with me, no? I put lady in 
loteria, what you put in, Senor? You tell me that? ” 

“ I hope you’re not afraid, Senor? ” 

He didn’t like that so well. The red began to creep 
up again, but then I felt something behind me, and I 
didn’t like that so well either. In the U.S., you feel 
something behind you, it’s probably a waiter with a 
plate of soup, but in Mexico it could be anything, and 
the last thing you want is exactly the best bet. About 
half the population of the country go around with 
pearl-handled automatics on their hips, and the bad 
part about those guns is that they shoot, and after they 
shoot nothing is ever done about it. This guy had a 
lot of friends. He was a popular idol, but I didn’t 
know of anybody that would miss me. I sat looking 
straight at him, afraid even to turn around. 

He felt it too, and a funny look came over his face. 
I leaned over to brush cigarette ashes off my coat, and 
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out of the tail of my eye I peeped. There had been a 
couple of lottery peddlers in there, and when he came 
over they must have stopped in their tracks like every- 
body else. They were back there now, wig-wagging 
him to say yes, that it was in the bag. I didn’t let on. I 
acted impatient, and sharpened up a bit when I jogged 
him. “Well, Seiior? Yes?” 

“Si, si. We make loterial ” 

They broke pan then, and crowded around us, forty 
or fifty of them. So long as we meant business, it had 
to be hands off, but now that it was a kind of a game, 
anybody could get in it, and most of them did. But 
even before the crowd, the two lottery peddlers were 
in, one shoving pink tickets at me, the other green 
tickets at him. You understand; there’s hundreds of 
lotteries in Mexico, some pink, some green, some 
yellow, and some blue, and not many of them pay any- 
thing. Both of them went through a hocus-pocus of 
holding napkins over the sheets of tickets, so we 
couldn’t see the numbers, but my man kept whispering 
to me, and winking, meaning that his numbers were 
awful high. He was an Indian, with gray hair and a 
face like a chocolate saint, and you would have thought 
he couldn’t possibly tell a lie. I thought of Cortes, and 
how easy he had seen through their tricks, and how 
lousy the tricks probably were. 
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But I was diiferent from Cortes, because I wanted 
to be taken. Through the crowd I could see the girl, 
sitting there as though she had no idea what was going 
on, and it was still her I was after, not getting the best 
of a dumb bullfighter. And something told me the 
last thing I ought to do was win her in a lottery. So 
I made up my mind I was going to lose, and see what 
happened then. 

I waved at him, meaning pick whichever one he 
wanted, and there wasn’t much he could do but wave 
back. I picked the pink, and it was a peso, and 1 laid it 
down. When they lore off the ticket, they went through 
some more hocus-pocus of laying it down on the table, 
and covering it with my hat. He took the green, and it 
was half a peso. That was a big laugh, for some 
reason. They put his hat over it, and then we lifted 
the hats. I had No. 7. He had No. 100,000 and some- 
thing. That was an Ole. I still don’t get the chemistry 
of a Mexican. Out in the ring, when the bull comes in, 
they know that in exactly fifteen minutes that bull is 
going to be dead. Yet when the sword goes in, they yell 
like hell. And mind you, there’s nothing as much like 
one dead bull as another dead bull. In that cafe that 
night there wasn’t one man there that didn’t know I was 
framed, and yet when the hats were lifted they gave 
him a hand, and clapped him on the shoulder, and 



laughed, just like Lady Luck had handed him a big 
victory. 

“ So. And now. You still look, ha? ” 

“ Absolutely not. You’ve won, and I congratulate 
you, de todo corazon. Please give the lady her ticket, 
with my compliments, and tell her I hope she wins the 
Bank of Mexico.” 

“ Si, si, si. And so, Senor, adios.” 

He went back with the tickets, and I pul a little 
more hot leche into my coffee, and waited. I didn’t 
look. But there was a mirror back of the bar, so I 
could see if I wanted to, and just once, after he had 
handed her the tickets, and they had had a long jibber- 
jabber, she looked. 


It was quite a while before they started out. I was 
between them and the door, but I never turned my 
head. Then I felt them stop, and she whispered to him, 
and he whispered back, and laughed. What the hell? 
He had lieked me, hadn’t he? He could afford to be 
generous. A whiff of her smell hit me in the face, and I 
knew she was standing right beside me, but I didn’t 
move till she spoke. 

“ Sefior.” 

I got up and bowed. I was looking down at her. 
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almost touching her. She was smaller than I had 
thought. The voluptuous lines, or maybe it was the 
way she held her head, fooled you. 

“ Senorita.” 

“ Gracias, dianks, for the billete” 

It was nothing, Senorita. I hope it wins for you 
as much as it lost for me. You’ll be rich — muy rico.” 

She liked that one. She laughed a little, and looked 
down, and looked up. “ So. Muchas gracias” 

“ De nada.” 

But she laughed again before she turned away, and 
when I sat down my head was pounding, because that 
laugh, it sounded as though she had started to say 
something and then didn’t, and I had this feeling there 
would be more. When I could trust myself to look 
around, he was still standing there near the door, 
looking a little sore. From the way he kept looking at 
the damas, I knew she must have gone in there, and he 
wasn’t any too pleased about it. 

In a minute, my waitress came and laid down my 
check. It was for sixty centavos. She had waited on 
me before, and she was a pretty little mestizo, about 
forty, with a wedding ring she kept flashing every time 
she got the chance. A wedding ring is big news in 
Mexico, but it still doesn’t mean there’s been a wed- 
ding. She pressed her belly against the table, and then 



I heard her voice, though her lips didn’t move and she 
was looking off to one side: “ The lady, you like her 
direccion, yes? Where she live? ” 

“ You sure you know this direccionl ” 

“ A paraquito have told me — just now.” 

“ In that case, yes.” 

I laid a peso on the check. Her little black eyes 
crinkled up into a nice friendly smile, but she didn’t 
move. I put the other peso on top of it. She took out 
her pencil, pulled the menu over, and started to write. 
She hadnt got three letters on paper before the pencil 
was jerked out of her hand, and he was standing there, 
purple with fury. He had tumbled, and all the things 
he had wanted to say to me, and never got the chance, 
he spit at her, and she spit back. I couldn’t get all of 
it, but you couldn’t miss the main points. He said 
she was delivering a message to me, she said she was 
only writing the address of a hotel I had asked for, 
a hotel for Americanos. They must like to see a guy 
framed in Mexico. About six of them chimed in and 
swore they had heard me ask her the address of a hotel, 
and that that was all she was giving me. They didn’t 
fool him for a second. He was up his own alley now, 
and speaking his own language. He told them all 
where to get off, and in the middle of it, here she came, 
out of the damns. He let her have the last of it, and 
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then he crumpled the menu card up and threw it in her 
face, and walked out. She hardly bothered to watch 
him go. She smiled at me, as though it was a pretty 
good Joke, and I got up. “ Senorita. Permit me to see 
you home.” 

That got a buzz, a laugh, and an Ole. 


I don’t think there’s ever been a man so moony that a 
little bit of a chill didn’t come over him as soon as a 
woman said yes, and plenty of things were going 
through my head when she took my arm and we headed" 
for the door of that cafe. One thing that was going 
through was that my last peso was gone at last, that I 
was flat broke in Mexico City with no idea what I was 
going to do or how I was going to do it. Another thing 
was that I didn’t thank them for their Ole, that I hated 
Mexicans and tlieir tricks, and hated them all the more 
because the tricks were all so bad you could always see 
through them. A Frenchman’s tricks cost you three 
francs, but a Mexican is just dumb. But the main thing 
was a queer echo in that Ole, like they were laughing at 
me all the time, and I wondered, all of a sudden, which 
way we were going to turn when we got out that door. 
A girl on the make for a bullfighter, you don’t exactly 
expect that she just came out of a convent. Just the 
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same, it hadn’t occurred to me up to that second that 
she could be a downright piece of trade goods. I was 
hoping, when we reached the street, that we would turn 
right. To the right lay the main part of town, and 
if we headed that way, she could be taking me almost 
anywhere. But to our left lay the Guauhlemolzin, and 
that’s nothing but trade. 

We turned left. 

We turned left, but she walked so nice and talked 
so sweet I started hoping again. Nothing about an 
Indian makes any sense. He can live in a hut made of 
sticks and mud, and sticks and mud are sticks and 
mud, aren’t they? Y ou can’t make anything else out of 
them. But he’ll take you in there with the nicest man- 
ners in the world, more dignity than you’d ever get 
from a dozen dentists in the U.S., with stucco bunga- 
lows that cost ten thousand dollars apiece, kids in a 
private school, and stock in the building and loan. 
She went along, her hand on my arm, and if she had 
been a duchess she couldn’t have stepped cleaner. She 
made a little gag out of falling in step, looked up once 
or twice and smiled, and then asked me if I had been 
long in Mexico. 

“ Only three or four months.” 

“Oh. You like?” 
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“ Very much.” I didn’t, but I wanted anyway to be 
as polite as she was. “ It’s very pretty.” 

“ Yes.” She had a funny way of saying yes, like 
the rest of them have. She drew it out, so it was 
“ yayse.” “ Many flowers.” 

“ And birds.” 

“ And senoritas.” 

“ I wouldn’t know about them.” 

“No? Just a little bit?” 

“ No.” 

An American girl would have mauled it to death, 
but when she saw I didn’t want to go on with it, she 
smiled and began talking about Xochimilco, where 
the best flowers grew. She asked me if I had been 
there. I said no, but maybe some day she would take 
me. She looked away at that, and I wondered why. 
I figured I had been a litde previous. Tonight was 
tonight, and after that it would be time to talk about 
Xochimilco. We got to the Guauhtemolzin. I was 
hoping she would cross. She turned, and we hadn’t 
gone twenty yards before she stopped at a crib. 

I don’t Icnow if you know how it works in Mexico. 
There’s no houses, with a madame, a parlor, and an 
electric piano, anyway not in that part of town. There’s 
a row of adobe huts, one story high, and washed blue, 
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or pink, or green, or whatever it happens to be. Each 
hut is one room deep, and jammed up against each 
other the way they are, they look like a barracks. In 
each hut is a door, with a half window in it, like a hal- 
check bootli. Under the law they’ve got to keep that 
door shut, and drum up trade by leaning out the win- 
dow, but if they know the cop they can get away with an 
open door. This door was wide open, with three girls 
in there, two of them around fourteen, and looking like 
children, the other big and fat, maybe twenty-five. 
She brought me right in, but then I was alone, because 
she and the other three went out in the street to have a 
palaver, and I could pardy catch what it was. They 
aU four rented the room together, so three of them had 
to wait outside when one of them had a customer, but 
I seemed to be a special case, and if I was going to 
spend the night, her friends had to flop somewhere 

I 

else. Most of the street got in it before long, the cop, 
the cafe woman on the corner, and a flock of girls from 
the other cribs. Nobody sounded sore, or surprised, or 
made dirty cracks. A street like that is supposed to be 
tough, but from the way they talked, you would have 
thought it was the junior section of the Ladies’ Aid 
figuring out where to bunk the minister’s brother-in- 
law that had blown in town kind of sudden. They acted 
like it was the most natural thing in the world. 
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After a while they got it straightened out to suit 
them, who was to go where, and she came back and 
closed the door and closed the window. There was a 
bed in there, and a chest of drawers in the early Grand 
Rapids style, and a washstand with a mirror over it, 
and some grass mats rolled up in a corner, for sleeping 
purposes. Then there were a couple of chairs. I was 
tilted back on one, and as soon as she had given me a 
cigarette, she took the other. There we were. There 
was no use kidding myself any longer why Triesca 
hadn’t taken off his hat. My lady love was a three-peso 
whore. 


She lit my cigarette for me, and then her own, and 
inhaled, and let the smoke blow out the match. We 
smoked, and it was about as electric as a staUed car. 
Across the street, in front of the cafe, a mariachi was 
playing, and she nodded her head once or twice, in 
time with the music. “ Flowers, and birds — and 
mariachis.” 

“ Yes, plenty of them.” 

“ You like mariachi? We have them. We have 
them here.” 

“ Senorita.” 

“ Yes? ” 



. I haven’t got the fifty centavos. To pay the 
mariachi. I’m — ” 

I ptilled my pockets inside out, to show her. I 
thought I might as well get it over with. No use having 
her think she’d hooked a nice American sugar papa, 
and then letting her be disappointed. “ Oh. How 
sweet.” 

“ I’m trying to tell you I’m broke. T odo flat. I 
haven’t got a centavo. I think I!d better be going.” 

“ No money, but buy me hillete.” 

“ And that was tlie last of it.” 

“/ have money. Little bit. Fifty centavos for 
mariachi. Now — you look so.” 

She turned around, lifted the black skirt, and fished 
in her stocking. Listen, I didn’t want any mariachi 
outside the window, serenading us. Of all things I 
hated in Mexico, I think I hated the mariachis the 
worst, and they had come to make a kind of picture 
for me of the whole country and what was wrong with 
it. They’re a bunch of bums, generally five of them, 
diat would be a lot better off if they went to work, but 
instead of that they don’t do a thing their whole life, 
from the time they’re kids to the time they’re old men, 
but go around plunking out music for anybody that’ll 
pay them. The rate is fifty centavos a selection, which 
breaks down to ten centavos, or about three cents, a 
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man. Three play the violin, one the guitar, and one a 
kind of bass guitar they’ve got down tliere. As if that 
wasn’t bad enough, they sing. Well, never mind how 
they sing. They gargle a bass falsetto that’s enough 
to set your teeth on edge, but all music gets sung the 
way it deserves, and it was what they sang that got me 
down. You hear Mexico is musical. It’s not. They do 
nothing but screech from morning till night, but their 
music is the dullest, feeblest stuff that ever went down 
on papet, and not one decent bar was ever written 
there. Yeah, I know all about Chavez. Their music is 
Spanish music that went through the head of an Indian 
and came out again, and if you think it sounds the 
same after that, you made a mistake. An Indian, he’s 
about eight thousand years behind the rest of us in the 
race toward whatever we’re headed for, and it turns 
out that primitive man is not any fine, noble brute at 
all. He’s just a poor fish. Modern man, in spile of aU 
this talk about his being effete, can run faster, shoot 
straighter, eat more, live longer, and have a better lime 
than all the primitive men that ever lived. And tliat 
difference, how it comes out in music. An Indian, even 
when he plays a regular tune, sounds like a seal play- 
ing My-Cotmtry-’Tis-of-Thee at a circus, but when he 
makes up a tune of his own, it just makes you sick. 

Well, maybe you think I’m getting ail steamed up 



over something that didn’t amount to anything, but 
Mexico had done plenty to me, and all I’m trying to 
say is that if I had to listen to those five simple-looking 
mopes outside the window, there was going to be 
trouble. But I wanted to please her. I don’t know if it 
was the way she took the news of my being broke, or 
the way her eyes lit up at the idea of hearing some 
music, or the flash I got of that pretty leg, when I was 
supposed to be looking the other way, or what. What- 
ever it was, her trade didn’t seem to make much differ- 
ence any more. I felt about her the way I had in the 
cafe, and wanted her to smile at me some more, and 
lean toward me when I spoke. 

“ Senorita.” 

“ Yes? ” 

“ I don’t like the mariachi. They play very bad.” 

“ Oh, yes. But they only poor boy. No estoddy, no 
take lessons. But play — ■ very pretty.” 

“ Well — never mind about that. You want some 
music, that’s the main thing. Let me be your ma- 
riachi” 

“ Oh — you sing? ” 

“ Just a little bit.” 

“ Yes, yes. I like — very much.” 

I went out, slipped across the street, and took the 
guitar from No. 4. He put up a squawk, but she was 



right after me. and he didn’t squawk long. Then we 
went back. There’s not many instruments I can’t play, 
some kind of way, but I can really knock hell out of a 
guitar. He had it tuned cock-eyed, hut I brought it to 
E, A, D, G, B, and E without snapping any of his 
strings, and then I began to go to town on it. The first 
thing I played her was the prelude to the last act of 
Carmen. For my money, it’s one of the greatest pieces 
of music ever written, and I had once made an arrange- 
ment of it. You may think that’s impossible, but if you 
play that woodwind stuff up near the bridge, and the 
rest over the hole, the guitar will give you almost as 
much of what the music is trying to say as the whole 
orchestra will. 

She was like a child while I was timing, leaning 
over and watching everything I did, but when I started 
to play, she sat up and began to study me. She knew 
she had never heard anything like that, and I thought I 
saw the least bit of suspicion of me, as to who I was 
and what the heU I was doing there. So when I went 
down on the low E string, on the phrase the bassoon has 
in the orchestra, I looked at her and smiled. “ The 
voice of the bull.” 

“Yes, yes!” 

“ Am I a good mariachi? ” 

“ Oh, fine m^ritichi. What is the musical ” 



“ Carmen.” 

“ Oil. Oh yes, of course. The voice of the bull.” 

She laughed, and clapped her hands, and that 
seemed to do it. I went into the hullring music of the 
last act and kept stepping the key up, so I could make 
kind of a number out of it without slowing down for 
the vocal stuff. There came a knock on the door. She 
opened, and die mariachi was out there, and most of 
the ladies of the street. “ They ask door open. So 
they hear too.” 

“ All right, so they don’t sing.” 

So we left the door open, and I got a hand after 
the bullring selection, and played the intermezzo, 
then the prelude to the opera. My fingers were a little 
sore, as I had no calluses, but I went into the introduc- 
tion to the Habanera, and started to sing. I don’t know 
how far I got. What stopped me was the look on her 
face. Everything I had seen there was gone, it was the 
face at the window of every whorehouse in die world, 
and it was looking right through me. 

“. . . What’s die matter? ” 

I tried to make it sound comical, but she didn’t 
laugh. She kept looking at me, and then she came over, 
took the guitar from me, went out and handed it to the 
mariachi player. The crowd began to jabber and drift 
off. She came back, and the other three girls were with 
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her. “ Well, Senorita — you don’t seem to like my 
singing.” 

“ Muchas gracias, Senor. Thanks.” 

“Well — I’m sorry. Good evening, Senorita.” 

“ Buenos noches, Senor.” 


Next thing I knew I was stumbling down the Bolivar, 
trying to wash her out of my mind, trying to wash 
everything out of my mind. A block away, somebody 
was coming toward me. I saw it was Triesca. She 
must have gone out and phoned him when I left. I 
ducked around a corner, so I wouldn’t have to pass 
him. I kept on, crossed a plaza, and found myself 
looking at the Palacio de Bellas Artes, their opera 
house. I hadn’t been near it since I flopped there three 
months before. I stood staring at it, and thought how 
far I had slid. Flopping in Rigoletto, in probably the 
lousiest opera company in the world, before an audi- 
ence that didn’t know Rigoletto from Yankee Doodle, 
with a chorus of Indians behind me trying to look like 
lords and ladies, a Mexican tenor on one side of me 
that couldn’t even get a hand on Questa o Quella, and 
a coffee cake on the other side that scratched fleas 
while she was singing the Caro Nome — that seemed 
about as low as I could get. But I had wiped those 



footprints out, with my can. I had tried to serenade a 
lady that was easy serenaded, and I couldn’t even get 
away with that. 

I walked back to my one-peso hotel, where I was, 
paid up to the end of the week, went to my room, and 
undressed without turning on the light, so I wouldn’t 
see the concrete floor, the wash basin with rings in it, 
and the lizard that would come out from behind the 
bureau. I got in bed, pulled the lousy cotton blanket 
up over me, and lay there watching the fog creep in'. 
Wlien I closed my eyes I’d see her looking at me, see- 
ing something in me, I didn’t know what, and then I’d 
open them again and look at the fog. After a while it 
came to me that I was afraid of what she saw in me. 
There would be something horrible mixed Up in it, 
and I didn’t want to know what it was. 






As well as I can remember, that was in June, and I 
didn’t see her for a couple of months. Never mind 
what I did in that time, to eat. Sometimes I didn’t eat. 
For a while I had a job in a jazzband, playing a guitar. 
It was in a night club out on the Reforma, and they 
needed me bad. I mean, the place was for Americans, 
and the music they handed out was supposed to be the 
McCoy, but it wasn’t. I went to work, and got them 
so they could play the hot stuff hot and the blue stuff 
blue, anyway a little bit, and polished up a couple of 
them so they could take a solo strain now and then, 
just for variety. Understand, you couldn’t do much. 
A Mexican’s got a defective sense of rhythm. He 
soimds rhythmic on the cucaracha stuff/ |rat when you 
slow him down to foxtrot time, he can’t feel it. He just 
plays it mechanically, so when people get out on the 
floor they can’t dance to it. Still, I did what I could, 




and figured a lew combos that made them sound 
better than they really were, and business picked up. 
But then a guy with a pistol on his hip showed up one 
night and wanted to see my papers, and I got thrown 
out. They got Socialism down there now, and one of 
the rules is that Mexico belongs to the Mexicans. 
They’re out of luck, no matter how they play it. Under- 
Diaz, they turned the country over to the foreigners, 
and they had prosperity, hut the local boys didn’t get 
much of it. Then tliey had the Revolution, and fixed 
it up so that whatever was going on, the local hoys 
had to run it. The only trouble is, the local boys don’t 
seem to be very good at it. They threw me out, and 
then they had Socialism, but they didn’t have any jazz, 
band. Business fell off, and later I heard the .place 
closed. 

After that, I even had to beg to stay on at the hotel 
until I got tire money from New York, which wasn’t 
ever coming, as they knew as well as I did. They let 
me use the room, but wouldn’t give me any bedclothes 
or service. I had to sleep on the mattress, under my 
clothes, and haul my own water. Up to then, I had 
managed to keep some kind of press in my pants, so 
I could anyway bum a meal off some American 'in 
Butch’s cafe, but I couldn’t even do that any more, and 
I began to look like what I was, a beachcomber in a 



spig town. I wouldn’t even have eaten if it hadn’t been 
for shagging my own water. I started going after it in 
the morning, and because the tin pitcher wouldn’t fit 
under the lap in the washroom at the end of tire hall, 
I had to go down to the kitchen. Nobody paid any 
attention to me, and then an idea hit me, and next 
time I went down at night. There was nobody there, 
and I ducked over to the icebox. They’ve got electric 
iceboxes all over Mexico, and some of them have 
combinations on them, like safes, but this one hadn’t. 
I opened it up, and a light went on, and sure enough, 
there was a lot of cold stuff in there. I scooped some 
frijoles into a glass ashtray I had brought down, and 
held them under the pitcher when I went up. When I 
got back to my room I dug into them willi my knife. 
After that, for two weeks, that was what 1 lived on. 
I found ten centavos in the street one day, and bought 
a tin spoon, a clay soapdish, and a cake of soap. The 
soapdish and the soap I put on the washstand, like they 
were some improvements of my own I was putting in, 
since they wouldn’t give me any. The spoon I kept in 
my pocket. Every night when I’d go down, I’d scoop 
beans, rice, or whatever they had, and sometimes a 
little meat into the soapdish, but only when there was 
enough that it wouldn’t be missed. I never touched 
anything they might have counted, and only took off 
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the top of dishes ;where there was quite a lot of it, and 
then smoothed them up to look right. Once there was 
half a Mexican ham in there. I cut myself off a little 
piece, imder the butt. 

And then one morning I got this letter, all neatly 
typewritten, even down to the signature, on a sheet of 
white business paper. 


Calle Guauhtemolzin 4'4b, 
Mexico, D. F. 

A 14 de agosto. 

Sr. John Howard Sharp, 

Hotel Dominguez, 

Calle Violeta, 

Ciudad. 

Mi Querido Jonny: 

En vista de que no me fue posible 
verte ayer en el mercado al ir a las compras que 
ordinariamente hago para la casa ear donde tiabajo, 
me veo precidada para dirigirte la presente y mani- 
festarte que dormi inguieta con motive de tus pala- 
bras me son vida y no pudiendo permanecer sin 
contacto contigo te digo que hoy por la noche te 
espero a las ocho de la noche.para que platiquemqs, 
por lo que asf espero estaras presente y formal. 



SI 


Se despide quien te ama de todo corazon y no te 
olivida, 


Juana Montes 


How she got my name and address didn’t bother 
me. The waitress at the Tupinamha would have been 
good for that. But the rest of it, the date I was sup- 
posed to have with her yesterday, and how she couldn’t 
sleep for thinking about me, didn’t make any sense at 
all. Still, she wanted to see me, that seemed to be the 
main point, and it was a long time before sundown. I 
was down past the point where I cared how she had 
looked at me, or what it meant, or anytliing like that. 
She could look at me like I was a rattlesnake, for all I 
cared, so she had a couple of buns under the bed. I 
went back upstairs, shaved, and started up there, 
hoping something about it might lead to a meal. 

Wlien I rapped on the door the window opened, and 
the fat one poked her head out. The four of them were 
just getting up. The window closed, and Juana called 
something out to me. I waited, and pretty soon she 
came out. She had on a white dress this time, that must 
have cost all of two pesos, and white socklets, and 
shoes. She looked like some high school girl in a 
border town. I said hello and how had she been, she 
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said very well, gracias, and tow had I been? I said I 
couldn’t complain, and edged toward the door to see 
if 1 could smell coffee. There didn’t seem to be any. 
Then I took out the letter and asked her what it meant. 

“ Yes. I ask you to come. Yes.” 

“ I caught that. But what’s all this other stuff about? 
I didn’t have any date with you — that I know of.” 

She kept studying me, and studying the letter, and 
hungry as I was, and had as she had walloped me that 
night, and dumb as it had been up to now, I couldn’t 
help having this same feeling about her I had had be- 
fore, that was mainly what any man feels toward a 
woman, but partly what he feels toward a child. There 
was something about the way she talked, the way she 
held her head, the way she did everything, that got me 
m the throat, so I couldn’t breathe right. It wasn’t 
child, of course. It was Indian. But it did things to me 
just the same, maybe worse on account of it being 
Indian, because that meant she Was always going to be 
like that. The trouble was, you see, that she didn’t 
know what the letter said. She couldn’t read. 

She called the fat one out, and had her read it, and 
then there was the most indignant jabbering you ever 
heard. The other two came out and got in it, and then 
she grabbed me by the arm. “ The auto. You make 
go, yes? ” 
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“ Well, I could once.” 

“ Come, then. Come quick.” 

We went down the street, and she turned in at a 
shack that seemed to be a kind of a garage. It was full 
of wrecks with stickers pasted on the windshield, that 
seemed to be held for the sheriff or something, hut 
halfway down the line was the newest, reddest Ford 
in the world. It shone like a boil on a sailor’s neck. 
She went up to it, and began waving the letter in one 
hand and the key in the other. “ So. Now we go. 
Calle Venezuela.” 

I got in, and she got in, and it was a little stiff, but 
it started, and I rolled it through tire murk to the street. 
I didn’t Imow where the Calle Venezuela was, and she 
tried to show me, but she didn’t have the hang of the 
one-way streets, so we got tangled up so bad it took us a 
half hour to get there. As soon as I backed up to park 
she jumped out and ran over to a colonnade, where 
about fifty guys were camped out on die sidewalk, back 
of tables with typewriters on them. They all wore 
black suits. In Mexico, the black suit means you got 
plenty of education, and the black fingernails mean 
you got plenty of work. When I got there, she was hav- 
ing an argument with one guy, and after a while he sat 
down to his machine, stuck a piece of paper in it, 
wrote something, and handed it to her. She came over 



to me waving it, and I took it. It was just two lines, 
that started off “ Querido Sr. Sharp ” instead of 
“ Querido Jonny,” and said she wanted to see me op 
a matter of business. 

“ Tliis letter, big mistake.” 

She tore it up. 

Well, never mind the fine points. The result of the 
big Socialist educational program is that half the 
population of the city have to come to these mugs to 
get their letters written, and that was what she had 
done. But the guy had been a little busy, and didn’t 
get it quite straight what she had said, and fixed her up 
with a love letter. So of course, she had to go down 
there and get what she had paid for. I didn’t blame 
her, but I still didn’t know what she wanted, and I was 
still hungry. 


“ The auto - — you like, yes? ” 

“ It’s a knockout.” We were coming up the Bolivar 
again, and I had to keep tooting the horn, according to 
law. The main thing they put on cars for Mexican ex- 
port is the biggest, loudest horn they can find in 
Detroit, and this one had a double note to it that 
sounded like a couple of ferryboats passing in an 
East River fog. “ Your business must be good.” 
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I didn’t mean to make any crack, but it slipped out 
on me. If it meant anything to her at all, she passed it 
up. “ Oh no. I win.” 

“ How? ” 

“ The billete. You rememher? ” 

“ Oh. My bilhte‘> ” 

“ Yes. I win, in loteria. The auto, and five hon- 
nerd pesos. The auto, is very pretty. I can no make 
go. 

“ Well, I can make it go, if that’s all that’s bother- 
ing you. About those five hundred pesos. You got 
some of them with you? ” 

“ Oh yes. Of course.” 

“ That’s great. What you’re going to do is buy 
me a breakfast. For my belly — muy empty. You 
get it? ” 

“ Oh, why you no say? Yes, of course, now we eat.” 

I pulled in at the Tupinamba. The restaurants don’t 
open until one o’clock, but the cafes will take care of 
you. We took a table up near the corner, where it was 
dark and cool. Hardly anybody was in there. My 
same old waitress came around grinning, and I didn’t 
waste any time. “ Orange juice, the biggest you got. 
Fried eggs, three of them, and fried bam. Tortillas. 
Glass of milk, frio, and cafe con crema.” 

“Buenor 
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She took iced coffee, a nifty down there, and gave 
me a cigarette. It was the first I had had in three days, 
and I inhaled and leaned back, and smiled at her. 
“ So.” 

“ So.” 

But she didn’t smile hack, and looked away as soon 
as she said it. It was the first time we had really looked 
at each other all morning, and it brought us back to 
that night. She smoked, and looked up once or twice 
to say something, and didn’t, and I saw there was some- 
thing on her mind besides the billete. “ So — you still 
have no pesos? ” 

“ That’s more or less correct.” 

“ You work, no? ” 

“ I did work, but I got kicked out. Just at present, 
I’m not doing anything at all.” 

“ You like to work, yes? For me? ” 

. . Doing what? ” 

“ Play a guitar, little bit, maybe. Write a letter, 
count money, speak Ingles, help me, no work very 
bard. In Mexico, nobody work very bard. Yes? You 
like? ” 

“ Wait a minute. I don’t get this.” 

“ Now I have money, I open house.” 

“ Here? ” 

“ No, no, no. In Acapulco. In Acapulco, I have 
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very nice friend, big politico. Open nice house, with 
nice music, nice food, nice drink, nice girls — for 
American.” 

“ Oh, for Americans.” 

“ Yes. Many American come now to Acapulco. 

' Big steamboat stop there. Nice man, much money.” 

“ And me, I’m to be a kind of a combination profes- 
sor, bartender, bouncer, glad-hander, secretary, and 
general bookkeeper for the joint, is that it? ” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“WeU.” 

The food came along, and I stayed with it a while, 
but the more I thought about her proposition the fun- 
nier it got to me. “ This place, it’s supposed to have 
.class, is that the idea? ” 

“ Oh yes, very much. My politico friend, he say 
American pay as much as five pesos, gladly.” 

“ Pay five — what? ” 

“ Pesos.” 

“ Listen, tell your politico friend to shut his trap 
and let an expert talk. If an American paid less than 
five dollars, he’d think there was something wrong 
with it.” 

“ I think you little bit crazy.” 

“ I said five bucks — eighteen pesos.” 

“No, no. You kid me.” 



“ All right, go broke your own way. Hire your 
politico for manager.” 

“ You really mean? ” 

“ I raise my right hand and swear by the holy mother 
of God. But — you got to get some system in it. You 
got to give him something for his money.” 

“ Yes, yes. Of course.” 

“ Listen, I’m not talking about this world’s goods. 
I’m talking about things of the spirit, romance, adven- 
ture, beauty. Say, I’m beginning to see possilrilities 
in this. All right, you want that American dough, and 
ni tell you what you’ve got to do to get it. In the first 
place, the dump has got to be in a nice location, in 
among the hotels, not back of the coconut palms, up on 
the hill. That’s up to your politico. In the second 
place, you don’t do anything but run a little dance 
hall, and rent rooms. The girls come in, just for a 
drink. Not mescal, not tequila. Chocolate ice-cream 
soda, because they’re nice girls, that just dropped in to 
take a load off their feet. Tliey wear hats. They come 
in two at a time, because they’re so well brought up 
they wouldn’t dream of going in any place alone. They 
wd^k in the steamboat office, up the street, or maybe 
they go to school and just came home for vacation. 
And they’ve never met any Americans, see, and they’re 
giggling about it, in their simple girlish way, and of 
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course, we fix it up, you and I, so there’s a little in- 
troducing around. And they dance. And one thing 
leads to another. And next thing you know, the Ameri- 
can has a room from you, to take the girl up. You 
don’t really run that kind of a place, hut just because 
it’s him, you’ll make an exception — for five dollars. 
The girl doesn’t take anything. She does it for love, 
see? ” 

“Fox what?” 

“ Do I know the Americano, or don’t I? ” 

“ I think you just talk, so sound fonny.” 

“ It sounds fonny, but it’s not just talk. The Ameri- 
cano, he doesn’t mind paying for a room, but when it 
comes to a girl, he likes to feel it’s a tribute to his per- 
sonality. He likes to think it’s a big night for her, too, 
and all tlie more because she’s just a poor little thing 
in a steamboat office, and never had such a night in her 
life until he came along and showed her what life could 
be like with a real guy. He wants an adventure — 
with him the hero. He wants to have something to tell 
his friends. But don’t have any bums sliding up to 
take their foto. He doesn’t like that.” 

“ Why not? The fotografo, he pay me little bit.” 

“ Well, I tell you. Maybe the folografo has a heart 
of gold, and so has the muchacha, but the Americano 
figures the foto might get back to his wife, or threaten 
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lo, specially if she’s staying up at the hotel. He wants 
an adventure, but he doesn’t want any headache. Be- 
sides, the fotos have got a Coney Island look to them, 
and might give him the idea it was a cheap joint. Re- 
member, this place has class. And that reminds me, 
the mariachi is going to he hand-picked by me, and 
hand-trained as well, so maybe somebody could dance 
to the stuff when tliey play it. Of course, I d on’t render 
any selections on the guitar. That’s out. Or the piano, 
or tlie violin, or any other instruments in my practi- 
cally unlitnited repertoire. And that mariachi^ they 
wear suits that we give them, with gold braid down the 
pants, and turn those suits in every night when they 
quit. It’s our own private mariachi, and as fast as we 
get money to buy more suits we put on more men, so 
it’s a feature. The main thing is that we have class, 
first, last, and all the lime. No Americano, from the 
time he goes in to the time he goes out, is going to get 
the idea that he can get out of spending money. Once 
they get that through their heads, we’ll be all right.” 

“ The Americanos, are they all crazy? ” 

All crazy as loons.” 


It seemed to be settled, but after the gags wore off 1 
had this sick feeling, like life had turned the gray-white 
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color of their sunlight. I tried to tell myself it was 
the air, that’ll do it to you at least three times a day. 
Then I tried to tell myself it was what I had done, that 
I had no more pride left than to take a job as pimp 
in a coast-town whorehouse, hut what the hell? That 
was just making myself look noble. It was, anyway, 
some kind of woi'k, and if I really made a go of it, it 
wouldn’t make me squirm. It would make me laugh. 
And then I knew it was this thing that was drilling in 
the hack of my head, about her. There hadn’t been a 
word about that night, and when she looked at me her 
eyes were just as blank as though I’d been some guy 
she was talking to about the rent. But I knew what 
those eyes could say. Whatever it was she had seen in 
me that night, she stiU saw it, and it was between us 
Idte some glass door that we could see through but 
couldn’t talk. 

She was sitting there, looking at her coffee glass and 
not saying anything. She had a way of doping off like 
that, between the talk, lilce some kitten that falls asleep 
as soon as you stop playing with it. I told you she 
looked like some high school girl in that little white 
dress. I kept looking at her, trying to figure out how 
old she was, when aU of a sudden I forgot about that 
and my heart began to pound. If she was to be tlie 
madame of the joint, she couldn’t very well take care 



of any customers herself, could she? Then who was 
going to take care of her? By her looks, she needed 
plenty of care. Maybe that was supposed to be my job. 
My voice didn’t quite sound like it generally does 
when I spoke to her. 

“. . . Sehorita, what do I get out of this? ” 

“ Oh — you live, have nice cloth, maybe big hat 
with silver, yes? Some pesos. Is enough, yes? ” 

“ — ■ And entertain tlie sehoritas? ” 

I don’t know why I said that. It was the second 
mean slice I had taken since we started out. Maybe 
I was hoping she’d flash jealous, and that would give 
me the cue I wanted. She didn’t. She smiled, and 
studied me for a minute, and I felt myself getting cold 
when I saw there was the least bit of pity in it. “ If 
you like to entertain senoritas, yes. Maybe not. 
Maybe that’s why I ask you. No have any trobble.” 
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Early next morning I shaved, washed, and packed. 
My earthly possessions seemed to be a razor, brush, 
and cake of soap, two extra shirts, a pair of extra 
drawers I had washed out the night before, a pile of 
old magazines, and the blacksnake whip I had used 
when I sang Alfio. They give you a whip, but it never 
cracks, and I had got this muleskinner’s number with 
about two pounds of lead in the butt. One night on the 
double bill a stagehand laid it out for Pagliacci, and 
the Nedda hit me in the face with it. I still carry the 
scar, I had sold off all the costumes and scores, but 
couldn’t get rid of the whip. I dropped it in the suit- 
case, The magazines and my new soapdish I put on 
lop of it, and stood the suitcase in the corner. Some 
day, maybe, I would come back for it. The two extra 
shirts I put on, and tied the necktie over the top one. 
The extra drawers I folded and put in one pocket, the 




shaving stuff in another. I didn’t mention I was leav- 
ing, to the clerk, on my way out. 1 just waved at him, 
like I was on my way up to tlie postoffice to see if the 
money had come, but I had to slap my hand against my 
leg, quick. She had dropped a handful of pesos in 
my pocket, and I was afraid he’d hear them clink. 

The Ford was an open roadster, and I lost a half 
hour getting the boot off and the top up. It was an all- 
day run to Acapulco, and I didn’t mean to have that 
sun beating down on me. Then I rolled it out and 
pulled down to 44h. She was on the doorstep, waiting 
for me, her stuff piled up around her. The other girls 
weren’t up yet. She was all dressed up in the black 
dress with purple flowers that she had had on when I 
first saw her, though I thought the white would have 
been better. The main baggage seemed to be a round 
hatbox, of the hind women traveled with fifteen years 
ago, only made of straw and stuffed full of clothes. I 
peeled off the extra shirts and put them and the hatbox 
in the rumble seat. Then there was the grass mat that 
she slept on, rolled up and tied. I stuck that in, but it 
meant I couldn’t close the rumble. Those mats, they 
sell for sixty centavos, or maybe twenty cents, and it 
didn’t hardly look like it was worth the space, but it 
was a personal matter, and I didn’t want to argue. 
Tlien there was a pile of rebozos, about every color 



there was, but mainly black. I put them in, but she 
ran out and took one, a dark purple, and threw it over 
her head. Then there was the cape, the espada, and the 
ear. It was the first time I ever saw a bullfighter’s cape, 
the dress cape, I mean, not the fighting cape, up close 
so I could really look at it. I haled it because I knew 
where she had got it, but you couldn’t laugh off the 
beauty of it. I think it’s the only decently made thing 
you’ll ever see in Mexico, and maybe it’s not even 
made there. It’s heavy silk, each side a different color, 
and embroidered so thick it feels crusty in your hands. 
This one was yellow outside, crimson in, and against 
that yellow the needlework just glittered. It was all 
flowers and leaves, but not in the dumb patterns you 
see on most of their stuff. They were oil-painting 
flowers, not postcard flowers, and the colors had a real 
tone to them. I folded it, put a rehozo around it, to 
protect it from dust, and laid it beside the hatbox. The 
espada, to me, was just one more grand-opera prop. 
It’s what tliey use to stick the bull with, and I didn’t 
even take it out of the scabbard to look at it. I threw 
it down in the bottom. 

While I was loading her stuff in, she was standing 
there stroking the ear, I wouldn’t have handled it 
with a tongs. Sometimes, when a bullfighter puts on 
a good show, they give him an ear. The crowd begins- 



to yell about it, and then one of the assistants goes over 
and cuts an ear off the bull, where he’s lying in the 
dirt with the mules hooking on to his horns. The bull- 
fighter takes it, holds it up so you can see all the blood 
and slime, and goes around with it, bowing every ten 
steps. Then he saves it, like a coloratura saves her 
decorations from the King of Belgium. After about 
three months it’s good and rank. This one she had, 
there were pieces of gristle hanging out of it, and it 
stunk so you could smell it five feet away. I told her 
if it went on the front seal with us the deal was off, and 
she could throw it back there with the espada. She did, 
but she was plenty puzzled. 

The window popped open then, and the fat one 
showed, with some kind of a nightgown on, and her 
hair all frazzled and ropy, and then the other ones 
were beside her, and tlrere was a lot of whispering and 
kissing, and then we got in and got started. We lost 
about ten minutes, out on the edge of town, when we 
stopped to gas up, and anolJier five when we came to a 
church and she had to go in and bless herself, but 
finally, around eight o’clock we leveled off. We passed 
some wooden crosses, .another little feature they’ve 
got. Under Socialism, it seems that there’s only one 
guy that really knows how it works, and if some other 
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guy thinks he does, it’s a counter-revolutionary act, or, 
in imsocialist lingo, treason. So back in 1927, a guy 
named Serrano thought he did, and they arrested him 
and his friends dom in Cuernavaca, and started up to 
Mexico with them in a truck. But then up in Mexico 
somebody decided it would be a good idea if they 
never got there at all, and some of the boys started out 
in a fast car to meet them. They fastened their hands 
with baling wire, lined them up beside tlie road, and 
mowed them down with a machine gim. Then tliey 
said the revolution was over, and the American papers 
handed it to them they had a'stahle government at last, 
and that a strong man could turn the trick, just give 
him the chance. So wooden crosses mark the spot, an 
inspiring sight to see. 

We had some coffee in Cuernavaca, then pushed on 
to Taxco for lunch. That was the end of the good road. 
From there on it was just dust, curves, and hills. She 
began to get sleepy. A Mexican is going to sleep at one 
o’clock, no matter where he is, and she was no excep- 
tion. She leaned her head against the side, and her 
eyes drooped. She wriggled, trying to get set. She 
slipped off her shoes. She wriggled some more. She 
took off a string of beads around her neck, and unfas- 
tened two buttons. She was open to her brassiere. Her 
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dress slipped up, above her knees. I tried not to look. 
It was getting hotter by the minute. I didn’t look, but 
I could smell her. 


I gassed in iChilpancingo, around four o’clock, and 
bathed the tires with water. That was what I was afraid 
of, mostly, that in that heat and sliding all over that 
rough road, we would have a blow-out. I peeled down 
to my undershirt, knotted a handkerchief around my 
head to catch sweat, and we went on. She was awake 
now. She didn’t have much to say. She slipped off her 
stockings, held her bare legs in the air stream from 
the hood vent, and unbuttoned another button. 

We were down in what they call the tierra caliente 
now, and it turned cloudy and so muggy the sweat 
stood out on my arms in drops. After Chilpancingo I 
had been looking for some relief, but this was the 
worst yet. We bad been running maybe an hour when 
she began to lean forward and look out, and then she 
told me to stop. “Yes. This way.” 

•I rubbed the sweat out of my eyes and looked, and 
saw something that maybe was intended to he a road. 
It was three inches deep in dust, and cactuses were 
growing in the middle of it, hut if you concentrated 





you could see two tracks. “ That way, hell. Acapulco 
is the way we’re going. I looked it up.” 

“ We go lor Mamma.” 

. . What was that you said? ” 

“ Yes. Mamma will cook. She cook for us. For the 
house in Acapulco.” 

“ Oh, I see.” 

“ Mamma cook very nice.” 

“ Listen. I haven’t had the honor of meeting 
Mamma, but I’ve just got a hunch she’s not the type. 
Not for the high-class joint we’re going to run, I tell 
you what. Let’s get down there. If worse comes to 
worst, ril cook. I cook very nice, too. I studied in 
Paris, where all tlie good cooks go when they die.” 

“ But Mamma, she have the viveres.” 

“The what?” 

“ The food, what we need. I send Mamma the 
money, I sent last week. She buy much thing, we take. 
We take Mamma, Papa, all the viveres.” 

“ Oh, Papa too.” 

“ Yes, Papa help Mamma cook.” 

“ Well, will you tell me where you, me. Mamma, 
Papa, and the viveres are going to ride? By the way, 
do we take the goat? ” 

“ Yes, this way, please.” 
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It was her car, and I turned into the road. I had 
gone about a hundred yards when the wheel jerked out 
of my hands and I had to stamp on the brake to keep 
from going down a gully that must have been two hun- 
dred feet deep. I mean, it was that rough, and it didn’t 
get any better. It was uphill and down, around rocks 
the size of a truck, through gullies that would have hent 
the axles of anything but a Ford, over cactuses so high 
I was afraid they would foul the transmission when 
we went over them. I don’t know how far we went. 
We drove about an hour, and the rate we were moving, 
it might have been five miles or twenty, but it seemed 
more like fifty. We passed a church and then a long 
while after that, we began to pass Mexicans with bur- 
ros, hurrying along with them. That’s a little point 
about driving in Mexico they don’t tell you about. You 
meet these herds of burros, going along loaded up witir 
wood, fodder, Mexicans, or whatever it is. The burro 
alone doesn’t give you much trouble. He knows the 
rules of the road as well as you do, and gets out of the 
way in time, even if he’s a little grouchy about it. But 
if he’s got a Mexican herding him along, you can bet 
on it that that Mexican will shove him right in line with 
your fender and you do nothing but stand on your 
brake and curse and sweat and cake up with their dust. 

It was the way they were hurrying along, though, 



B1 


dial woke me up to what it looked like outside. The 
heat and dust were enough to strangle you, but the 
clouds were hanging lower all the time, and over 
the tops of the ridges smoky scuds were slipping past, 
and it didn’t look good. After a long time we passed 
some huts, by twos and threes, huddled together. We 
kept on, and then we came to a couple more huts, but 
only one of diem seemed to have anybody in it. She 
reached over and banged on the horn and jumped out, 
and ran up to the door, and all of a sudden there was 
Mamma, and right behind her, Papa. Mamma was 
about the color of a copper pot, all dressed up in a pink 
cotton dress and no shoes, to go to Acapulco. Papa was 
a litde darker. He was a nice, rich mahogany after it’s 
had about fifteen coats of dark polish. He came out in 
his white pajama suit, with the pants rolled up to his 
bare knees, and took off his big straw hat and shook 
hands. I shook hands. I wondered if there had been a 
white iceman in the family. Then I pulled up the brake 
and got out. 

Well, I said she ran up to the door, but that wasn’t 
quite right. There wasn’t any door. Maybe you never 
saw an Indian hut, so I better tell you what it looks 
like. You can start with the colored shanties down 
near the railroad track in New Orleans, and then, when 
you’ve got them clearly in mind, you can imagine 
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they’re the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, and that the Mexi- 
can hut is a shanty standing beside it. There’s no 
walls, or roofs, or anything like you’re used to seeing. 
There’s four sides made of sticks, stuck down in the 
ground and wattled together witli twigs, about as high 
as a man’s head. In tlie middle of the front side is a 
break, and that’s the door. The chinks between the 
twigs are filled up a little bit with mud. J ust plain mud, 
smeared on there and most of it falling off. And on 
top is a thatch of grass, or palmetto, or whatever grows 
up on the hill, and that’s all. There’s no windows, 
no floor, no furniture, no pictures of the Grand Can- 
yon hanging on the walls, no hay-grain-and-feed calen- 
dars back of the clock, with a portrait of a cowgirl on 
top of a horse. They’ve got no need for calendars, be- 
cause in the first place they couldn’t figure out what 
the writing was for, and in the second place they don’t 
care what day it is. And they’ve got no need for a 
clock, because they don’t care what time it is. All I’m 
trying to say is, there’s nothing in there but a dirt 
floor, and the mats they sleep on, and down near the 
door, the fire where they do their cooking. 

So that was where she came from, and she ran in 
there, barefooted like they were, and began to laugh- 
and talk, and pat a dog that showed up in a minute, 
and act like any other girl that’s come home after a 
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ti'ip to the city. It went on quite a while, but the clouds 
weren’t hanging any higher, and I began to get nervous. 
“ Listen, this is all very well, but how about the 
viveres? ” 

“ Yes, yes. Mamma have buy very good estoff.” 

“ Fine, but let’s get it aboard.” 


It seemed to be stored in the other hut, the one that no- 
body was living in. Papa ducked in there and began 
to carry out iron plates for cooking tortillas, machetes, 
pots, and jars and such stufif. One or two of them were 
copper, but most of them were pottery, and Mexican 
pottery means the worst pottery in the world. Then 
Mamma showed up with baskets of black beans, rice, 
ground corn, and eggs. I stowed the stuff in the rumble 
seat, shoving the pots in first. But pretty soon it was 
chock up to the top, and when I came to the baskets I 
had to lash them to the side with some twine that they 
had so they rode the running board. Some of the stuff, 
like the charcoal, wasn’t even in baskets. It was done 
up in bundles. I lashed that too. The eggs I finally 
found a place for in back, on top of her hatbox. Each 
egg was wrapped in comhusk, and I figured they would 
ride all riglit there and not break. 

Then Papa came grinning out with a bundle, bigger 



than he was, of brand-new mats, all rolled up and 
tied. I couldn’t figure out why they were so nuts about 
mats, but later I found out. He mussed up my whole 
rumble seat by dragging out the mat she had brought, 
unrolling his pile, rolling her mat with the others and 
tying them up again. Then he lashed them to the side 
on top of the charcoal. I stood on the fender, grabbed 
the top and rocked the car. The twine broke and the 
mats fell out in the dirt. He laughed over that. They 
got a funny sense of humor. Then he got a wise look on 
his face, like he knew how to fix it, and went out back 
of the hut. When he showed again he was leading a 
burro, all saddled up with a rack. He opened the mats 
again, split them into two piles and rolled them sepa- 
rate. Then he lashed them to the burro, one pile on 
each side. Then he led the burro to the car and tied 
him to the rear bumper. 

I untied the burro, took the mats off him, and rolled 
them into one pile again. I lifted them. They weren’t 
so heavy. I hoisted them on to the top so one end was 
on the top, the other on the rumble seat, where it was 
open, and lashed them to the top brace. I went in the 
hut. Juana was tying up one more basket, the old 
lady squatting on the stove bricks, smoking a cigar. 
She jumped up, ran out the door and around hack, 
and came back with a bone. Juana had to imtie the 



basket again, and in it was the dog. The old lady 
dropped the hone in, Juana put the top on and tied 
it up. 

I went out, took the key out of my pocket, got in, and 
started the car. I had to hack up to turn around, and 
all three of them started to scream and yell. It wasn’t 
Spanish. I tltink it was pure Aztec. But you could 
get the drift. I was stealing the car, the viveres, every- 
thing they had. Up to then I was nothing hut a guy 
going nuts, and trying to get started in time to get there 
if we ever were going to gel there. But the way they 
acted gave me an idea. I put her in first, hauled out of 
there, and kept on going. 

Juana was right after me, screaming at the top of her 
voice, and jumped on the running hoard. “ You estop ! 
You steal auto! You steal viveres. You estop! You 
estop now! ” 

I did like hell stop. I stayed in first, so she wouldn’t 
get shaken off, but I kept on over the hill, sounding like 
a load of tin cans with all that stuff back there, until 
Mamma and Papa were todo out of sight. Then I threw 
out and pulled up the brake. 

“ Listen, Juana. I’m not stealing your car. I!m not 
stealing anything — though why the hell you couldn’t 
have bought all this stuff in Acapulco where you could 
get it cheap, instead of loading up here with it, that’s 
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sometlimg I don’t quite understand. But get this: 
Mamma, and Papa and tlie burro, and that dog — 
they’re not coming.” 

“ Mamma, she cook, she — ” 

“ Not tonight she doesn’t. Tomorrow maybe we’ll 
come back and get her, though I doubt it. Tonight I’m 
off, right now. Fm on my way. Now if you want to 
come — ” 

“ So, you steal my car, yes.” 

“ Let’s say borrow it. Now make up your mind.” 

I opened the door. She got in. I switched on the 
lights and we started. 


By that time I would say it was about seven o’clock. 
It was dark from the clouds, but it still wasn’t night. 
There was a place down the line called Tierra Colorado 
that we might make before the storm broke, if I could 
ever get back to tire main road. I had never been there, 
but it looked like there would be some kind of a hotel, 
or anyway cover for the car, with all that stuff in it I 
began to force. I had to go up the hills in first, but 
coming down I’d let her go, with just the motor holding 
her. It was rough, but the clock said 20, which was 
pretty good. Well, you take a chance on a road like 
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that, you’re headed for a fall. All of a sudden there 
was a crash and a jerk, and we stopped. I pedaled the 
throttle. The motor was dead. I pulled the starter, 
and she went. We had just hit a rock, and stalled. But 
after that I had to go slower. 

Up to then I was still sweating from the air and die 
work. So was she. Then we topped a rise and it was 
like we had driven into an icebox. She shivered and 
buttoned her dress. I had just about decided I would 
have to stop and put on my coat when we drove into it. 
No sheet of water, nothing like that. It just started to 
rain, but it was driving in on her side, and I pulled up. 
I put on my coat, then made her get out and lifted up 
the seat to get the side curtains. I felt around in there 
with my hand. There wasn’t a wrench, a jack, or tool 
of any kind, and not a piece of a side curtain. 

“ Nice garage you picked.” 

In Mexico you even have to have a lock on your 
gasoline tank. It was a wonder they hadn’t even 
stripped her of the lights. 


We got in and started off. By now it was raining hard, 
and most of it coming in on her. While I was hunting 
for curtains she had dug out a couple of rebozos and 
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wrapped them around her, but even that woven stuff 
stuck to her like she had just come out of a swimming 
pool. “Here. Youbelterlakemy coat.” 

“ No, graciasr 

It seemed funny, in the middle of all that, to hear 
that soft voice, those Indian manners. 


The dust had turned to grease, and off to the right, 
down near the sea, you could hear the rumble of 
thunder, how far off you couldn’t tell, with the car 
making all that noise. I wrestled her along. Every 
tilt down was a skid, every tilt up was a battle, and 
evGTf piece was a wxench, where ym were ]i^lh2g^ 
her out of holes she went in, up to her axles. We were 
sliding around a knob with the hill hanging over us 
on one side, and dropping under us on the othet, so 
deep you couldn’t see the bottom. The drop was on 
my side, and I had my eyes glued to the road, crawling 
three feet at a lime, because if we took a skid there it 
was the end. There was a chock overhead, all th^ top 
braces strained, and something went bouncing down 
the gully the size of a five-gallon jug. I was on the 
brake before it hit the ground, and after a long time 
I heard her breathe. The engine was still rxmning and 
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I went on. It must have been a minute before I figured 
out what that was. The rain had loosened a rock above 
us, and it came down. But instead of coming through 
and killing us, it had hit the end of the mat roll and 
glanced off. 

It cut the fabric, though, and as soon as we rounded 
the knob that was the end of the top. The wind got 
under it, and it ripped and the rain poured down on 
me. It was coming from my side now. Then the mats 
began to roll, and there came another rip, and it poured 
down on her. 

“ Very had.” 

“ Not so good.” 


We passed the church, and started down the hill. I 
had to use brake and motor to hold her, but down at the 
bottom it looked a little better ahead, so I lifted my 
foot to give her the gun. Then I stamped on the brake 
so hard we stalled cold. What lay ahead, in the rain, 
looked like a wet sand flat where I could make pretty 
good time. What it was was yellow water, boiling 
down the arroyo so fast it hardly made a ripple. Two 
more feet and we would have been in, up to the radi- 
ator. 
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I got out, went around the car and found I had a few 
feet clear behind. I got in, started, and hacked. When 
I could turn around I did, and went sliding up the hill 
again, the way we had come. Where we were going I 
didn’t know. We couldn’t get to Tierra Colorado, or 
Acapulco, or any place we wanted to go, that was a 
cinch. We were cut off. And whether we could make 
Mamma’s hut, or any hut, was plenty doubtful. With 
the top flapping in ribbons, and all that water beating 
in, that motor was due to short any minute, and where 
that would leave us I hated to think. 

We got to the top of the hill and started down the 
other side, past the church. Then I woke up. “ All 
right, get in the church there, out of the wet. I’ll he 
right after you.” 

“ Yes, yes.” 

She jumped out and ran down there. I pulled off 
to one side, set the brake, and fished out my knife. I 
was going to cut those mats loose and use some of them 
to blanket the motor, and some of them to protect the 
seat and the stuff in back until I could carry it in there. 
But the main thing I thought about was the car. If tliat 
didn’t go, we were sunk. While I was still trying to 
get the knife open with my wet fingernail she was 
hack. “ Is close,” 

“ What was that? ” 
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“ The church, is close. Is lock. Now we go on, yes. 
We go back to Mamma.” 

“ We will like hell.” 

I ran over to the doors, shook them and kicked them. 
They were hig double doors and they were locked all 
right. I tried to think of some way I could get them 
open. If I had had a jack handle I could have shoved it 
in the crack and pried, but there wasn’t any jack 
handle. I beat on the doors and cursed them, and then 
I went back to the car. The engine was still running 
and she was sitting in it. I jumped in, turned, and 
pointed it straight at the church. The steps didn’t 
bother me. The church was below the road and they 
went down, instead of up, and anyway they were just 
low tile risers, about three inches high, and pretty wide. 
When she saw what I was going to do, she began to 
whimper and beg me not to, and grabbed the wheel 
to make me stop. “ No, no! Not the Casa de Dios, 
please, no ! We go back! We go back to Mamma.” 

I pushed her away and eased the front wheels down 
the first step. I bumped them down the next two 
steps, and then the back wheels came down with a 
slam. But I was still rolling. I kept on until the front 
bumper was against the doors. I stayed in first, spun 
tlie motor, and little by little let in the clutch. For 
three or four seconds nothing happened, but I knew 
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something had to crack. It did. "there came a snap. 
and I was on the brake. If those doors opened putward 
I didn’t want to tear out their hinges. 

I backed up the width of the last step, pegged her 
there with the brake and got out. The boit socket had 
torn out. I pulled the doors open, shoved Juana in, 
went back and started to work on the mats again. Then 
I thought, what’s the matter with you? Don’t be a fool . 
I ran back and pulled the doors as wide open as they 
would go. Then I ran in and began to drag pews 
around, working by the car lights, until there was an 
open space right up the center aisle. Then I went back 
and drove the car right in there. I went back and 
pulled the doors shut. The headlights were blazing 
right at the Blessed Sacrament, and she was on her 
knees at the altar rail, begging forgiveness for the 
sacrilegio. 


I sat down in one of the pews where it was turned side- 
wise, just to sit. I began to worry about the car lights. 
At the time it seemed I was thinking about the battery, 
but it may have been the Blessed Sacrament, boring 
into the side of my head, I don’t know. I got up and 
cut them. Right away the roar of the rain was five 
times as loud. In with it you could hear the rumble 
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of thunder, but you couldn’t see any lightning. It was 
pitch dark in there, except for one red spot. The 
sacristy light was burning. From, up near it came a 
moan. I had to have light. I cut the switch on again. 


OfF to one side of the altar was what looked like a 
vestJ'y room. I went hack there. The water squirted 
out of my shoes when I walked. I took them off. Then 
I took off my pants. I looked around. There was a 
cassock hanging there, and some surplices. I took off 
everything, wet undershirt, wet drawers, wet socks, 
and put on the cassock. Then I took a lighter that was 
standing in a corner and started out to the sacristy 
lamp. I knew my matches wouldn’t work. Walking 
on a tile floor barefoot you don’t make much noise, and 
when she saw me with the lighter, in the cassock, I don’t 
know what she thought, or if she thought. She fell on 
her face in front of me and began to gibber, calling me 
padre and begging for absolucion. “ I’m not the padre, 
Juana. Look at me. It’s me,” 

“ Ah, Z)iW” ■ 

“ I’m lighting the candles so we can see.” 

But I mumbled it low. I pulled down the lamp, lit 
the lighter and slipped it up again. ' Then I went around 
through the vestry room and up on the altar and lit 
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three candles on one side, crossed over and lit three 
on the other. I cut the lighter, went back to the vestry 
room, put it in its place again. Then I went back and 
cut the car lights. 

One funny thing about that that I didn’t realize until 
I snapped that switch. Each time I crossed that altar 
I went down on one knee. I stood there, looking at 
the six candles I had lit, and thought that over. It had 
been twenty years, ever since I had been a boy soprano 
around Chicago, since I had thought of myself as a 
Catholic. But they knock it into you. Some of it’s there 
to stay. 


I lifted eggs and about fifteen other things from the 
rumble, until I could get out her hatbox. It was pretty 
wet, but not as wet as the rest of the stuff. I took it back 
to the vestry room, set it down, then went out and 
touched her on the shoulder. “ Your things are back 
there. You better get out of that wet dress.” 

She didn’t move. 


By that time it must have been about half past eight, 
and it dawned on me that why I felt so loiisy was that 
I was hungry. I got a candle off the altar, lit it, went 
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fcack and stuck it to the rear fender of the car, and took 
stock. I lifted out most of that stuff from the rumble 
seat, and unlashed what was riding the running board, 
and all I could see that was doing us any good was the 
eggs. I unwrapped one and took out my knife to 
puncture the end so I could suck it, and then I noticed 
the charcoal. That gave me an idea. There were some 
loose tiles in the floor and I clawed up a couple of them 
and carried them to the vestry room and stood them on 
their sides. Then I got one of the iron plates for cook- 
ing tortillas, and laid it across them and carried in the 
charcoal. 

Next thing was how I was going to cook the eggs. 
There were no skillets or anything like that. And I 
went through every basket there was and there wasn’t 
any butter, grease or anything you could use for 
grease. But there was a copper pot, bigger than I 
wanted but anyway a pot, so that meant that anyway I 
could boil the eggs. While I was rooting through those 
beans and rice and stuff that would take all night to 
cook, I smelled coffee and started looking for it. 
Finally I hit it, buried in with the rice in a paper bag, 
and then I found a little coffee pot. The coffee wasn’t 
ground, hut there was a metate there fot grinding corn, 
and I mashed up a couple of handfuls with that, and 
put it in a bowl. 
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I went in the vestry room with what I had and the 
next thing was what I was going to use for water. It 
was dripping through every seam in the room and run- 
ning down the windows in streams, hut it looked kind 
of tough to get enough of it to cook. Still, I had to get 
some. Out back I could hear a stream pouring off the 
roof, so I look the biggest of the bowls and pulled the 
boll on the rear door, right back of the altar. But 
when I opened it I could see a well, just a few steps 
down the hill. I took off the cassock. It was the only 
dry thing there was, and I wasn’t letting it get wet. I 
went down to tire well stark naked. • The rain came 
down on me like a needle shower and at first it was 
terrible, but then it felt good. I threw out my chest 
against it and let it beat me. Then I pulled up the 
bucket and poured the water in the bowl.^ Wlren I got 
back in the church with it I was running water even 
from my eyeballs. I felt around back of the altar for a 
closet. Oh, it was coming back to me fast. I knew 
where they kept everything. Sure enough, I found a 
door and opened it, and there they were, the altar 
cloths, all in a neat pile. I took one, rubbed myself dry 
with it and put on the cassock. It was warm. I began 
to feel better. 

The choir loft was off to one side and I started there 

! 
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to get a hymn book, so I could tear it up to start the 
fire. Then I changed my mind. Except for the window, 
there was no vent in the vestry room, and I didn’t want 
to be smoked out, right at the start. I took four or 
five pieces of charcoal, laid them in a little pile be- 
tween my tiles, went back to the altar and got another 
candle. I held the flame under the charcoal, turning 
all the time to keep the melting even, and pretty soon 
I got a little glow. I fed a couple more pieces on, 
and it glowed still redder. In a minute it was oflf, and 
I blew out the candle. There was hardly any smoke. 
Charcoal doesn’t make much. 

I laid the plate over the tiles, put the pot on it, and 
dipped some water in the pot. Then I dropped in some 
eggs. I started with six, but then I kept thinlcing'how 
hungry I was, and I wound up with a dozen. I filled the 
coffee pot, scooped in some coffee, and put that on. 
Then I sat there, feeding the fire and waiting for the 
eggs to boil. They never did. The pot was too big or 
the fire too small, or something. The most I got was 
smoke coming off the top, but they were cooking all 
the time, so I didn’t worry much. Anyway, they’d he 
hot. But the coffee boiled. The old smell hit me in the 
nose, and when I lifted the lid the grounds were sim- 
mering arotmd, I took an egg, went to the hack door, 
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broke it, and let the egg spill out on the ground. The 
shell I took back and dropped in the coffee. That was 
what it needed- It began to clear. 

I watched the eggs some more, and then I thought 
about my cigarettes and matches. They were in my 
coat, and I went to the car to get it. Then I thought 
about her things. I put the cigarettes and matches on 
the end of the tortilla plate to dry. Her stuff I took out 
of the hatbox and draped them near the fire on a bench 
that was back there. What she had I could only half 
see. It was all damp, but it smelled like her. One dress 
was wool, and I put that nearest the heat, and a pair of 
shoes on the floor near it. Then I got to wondering 
how we were going to eat the eggs, even if they ever 
got cooked. There were no spoons or anything like 
that, and’ I always hated eggs out of the shell. I went 
out to the car again and half filled a little bowl with 
corn meal. I came back, dipped a little water into it. I 
worked it with my fingers, and when it got pasty I 
patted some of it into a tortilla, or anyway into some 
kind of a flapjack that was big enough to hold an egg. 
I put it on the plate to cook, and when it began to turn 
color I turned it over. When it was done on both sides 
I tasted it. It didn’t taste right. I went out and got some 
salt I had found and forgotten to take. I mixed a little 
salt in, tried another one, and anyway you could eat 
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it. Pretty soon I had twelve. That was one for each 
egg, and I thought that was enough. 


All that took a long time, and there wasn’t one peep 
out of her the whole time I was at work. She had moved 
from the altar rail to a pew, hut she was still out there, 
a rebozo over her head and her bare feet sticking out 
behind, where she was kneeling with her face in her 
hands. I slid in tlie pew, took her by the arm and led 
her into the vestry room. “ I told you once to take oflp 
that wet dress. Here’s one that’s fairly dry, and you 
go back there and change it. If your underwear’s wet, 
you better take it off.” 

I picked up the woolen dress and shoved her behind 
+he altar with it. When she came back she had it on. 
Sit on the bench so your feet will be on the warm tiles 
near the fire. When those shoes are dry you can put 
them on.” 

She didn’t. She sat on the bench, but with her back 
to the fire, so her feet were on cold tiles. That was so 
she could face the altar. She dropped her head in her 
hands and began to mutter. I got out my knife, broke 
an egg on a tortilla, and shoved it at her. The egg was 
half hard and half soft, but it rode the tortilla all 
right. 
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She shook her head. I put the tortilla down, v/ent to 
the altar, got three or four candles, lit them, came 
back and stuck them around. Then I closed the door, 
the one that led to the altar and that I had kept open, 
to have more light. That kind of blocked her off on 
the muttering and she half turned around. When she 
saw the tortillas she laughed. That seemed to help. 
“ Look very fonny.” 

“ Well, maybe they look fonny but I didn’t notice 
you doing much about them. Anyway, you can eat 
them.” 

She picked up the tortilla, half wrapped it around 
the egg and bit into it. “ Taste very fonny.? 

“ The hell it does.” 

I had bit into my first one by then, and it hit the spot. 
We wolfed them down. She ate five and I ale seven. 
We were talking in a natural tone of voice for the first 
time since we got in out of the storm, and it came to me 
it was because that door that led to the altar was shut. 
I got up and closed the other door, the one leading into 
the church, and that made it still better. We got to the 
coffee and there was nothing we could drink it out of 
but one little bowl, so we took turns. She would take a 


guzzle and then I would. In a minute I reached for 
the cigarettes. They were dry, and so were the matches. 
We lit n^ and inhaled. They tasted ^ood. 
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“ You feel Letter now? ” 

“ Yes, gracias. Was very cold, very hongry.” 

“ You still worried about the sacrilegio? ” 

“ No, not now.” 

“ There wasn’t any sacrilegio, you know.” 

“ Yes, very had.” 

“ No, not a bit. It’s the Casa de Dios, you know, 
Everybody’s welcome in here. You’ve seen the burros 
in here, haven’t you? And the goats? On the way to 
market? The car is just the same. If we had to break 
the door in, that was only because we didn’t have any 
key. I showed plenty of respect, didn’t I? You saw 
me genuflect every time I crossed, didn’t you? ” 

“ Genu—?” 

“ Bow — in front of the Host? ” 

“ Yes, of course.” 

“ No sacrilegio there, was there? You’re all upset 
about nothing. Don’t worry, I know. I know as much 
about it as you do. More, probably.” 

“ Very bad sacrilegio. But I pray. Soon, I confess. 
I confess to the padre. Then, absolucion, No bad any 
more.” 

By that time it must have been somewhere around 
eleven o^clock at night. The rain hadn’t let up, but 
sometimes it would be heavy, sometimes not so bad. 
The thunder and lightning would come and go. There 
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must have been three or four storms rolling up those 
canyons from the sea, and we’d get it, and it would die 
away, and then we’d get it again. One was coming up 
now. She began to do what I’d noticed her doing once 
in the car, hold her breath and then speak, after a 
second or two when you could almost hear her heart 
beat. I tumbled that the sacrilegio was only part of 
what was eating on her. Most of it was the storm. 
“ The lightning bother you? ” 

“ No. The trueno, very bad.” 

It didn’t look like it would pay to try to explain to 
her that the lightning was the works, the thunder noth- 
ing but noise, so I didn’t try. “ Try to sing a little. 
That generally helps. You know La Sandunga? ” 

“ Yes, very pretty.” 

“ You sing and I’ll be mariachi.” 

I began to drum on the bench and do a double 
shuffle with my feet. She opened her mouth to sing, 
but there came a big clap of thunder just then, and she 
didn’t quite make it. “ Outside, I no feel afraid. I 
like. Is very pretty.” 

“ A lot of people are like that.” 

“ Home, with Mamma, I no feel afraid.” 

“ Well — that’s practically outside, at that.” 

“ Here, afraid, very much. I think about the sacri' 
hgio, think about many things. I feel very bad.” 
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You couldn’t blame her much because it wasn’t ex- 
actly what you’d call a gay place. I understood how 
she felt. I felt a little that way myself. 

“ Anyhow, it’s dry. In spots.” 

The lightning came and I put my arm around her. 
The thunder broke and the candles guttered. She put 
her head on my shoulder and hid her face in my neck. 


It died off after a while and she sat up. I opened the 
window a crack to get a little oxygen in the air, and 
put a couple more sticks of charcoal on the fire. “ You 
had a good dinner? ” 

“ Yes, gracias.” 

“ You feel like a little work? ” 

“. . . Work? ” 

“ Suppose you be fixing us up a place to sleep while 
I wash up.” 

“ Oh yes — gladly.” 

I went and brought the mats and then got out a 
pile of altar cloths. Then I took the pots, bowls, and 
water out back and washed them up. I couldn’t see 
very well but I did the best I could. I had to duck out 
to the well once or twice, stripped down like I was 
before, and rub off with the same old cloth, so it took 
me about a half hour. When I got done I piled the 
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things up inside the door and went in there. She was 
already in bed. She had taken three or four of the 
mats, and some altar cloths, for herself, and bedded me 
down across the room. 

I blew out the candles we had eaten by, and stepped 
out on the altar to blo w out the ones I had lit there, and 
then I noticed tlie other one, the one I had stuck to the 
car fender, was still burning. I stepped over the rail, 
went back there and blew it out. Then I started up to 
the altar again. My legs fell queer and shaky. I 
slipped in a pew and sat down. 

I knew what it was all right, and it came to me then 
why I had put her to fixing the mats and taken all that 
time to wash up. I had hoped she would just fix one 
hed, and then when she didn’t, it was like a wallop in 
the pit of the stomach to me. I had even quit wonder- 
ing why I was the only man on the face of the earth 
she wouldn’t sleep with. What I hated was that it made 
any difference to me. 


I don’t know how long I sat there. I wanted to smoke, 
and I ffad the cigarettes and matches with me, but I 
just held them in my hand. I was over by the choir 
loft, out of line with the Blessed Sacrament, but I 
was tight in line with the crucifix, and I couldn’t make 
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myself light up. Another storm began to come up. I 
enjoyed it that she was across there in the vestry room, 
all alone, and scared to death. It kept rolling up, the 
worst we had had yet. There came two flashes of 
lightning, and then one terrific shot of thunder right 
after them. The candles were just guttering up again 
when there came a blaze of lightning, and the thunder 
right with it, and every candle up there went out. For 
a second you couldn’t see a thing but the red spot of 
the sacristy lamp. 

Then she began to scream. From where she was, 
with the door to the altar open like I had left it, maybe 
she caught it sooner than I did. Or maybe for a split 
second I had my eyes closed, I don’t know. Anyway, 
the church filled with green light, and then it seemed 
to settle over the crucifix, so the face looked alive, like 
it was going to cry out. Then you couldn’t see anything 
but the red spot. 

She was screaming her head off now, and I had to 
have light. I dived for die choir loft, scratched a 
match, and lit the organ candles. I don’t know how 
many there were. I lit them all, so it was a blaze of 
candles. Then I turned to go and light the altar candles 
again, but I would have to cross in front of the crucifix, 
and I couldn’t do it. All of a sudden I sat down to the 
organ. It was a small pedal organ, and I pumped with 
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my bare feet and started to play. I kept jerking out 
stops, to make it louder. The thunder rolled, and the 
louder it rolled the louder I played. I didn’t know 
■what I was playing, but after a -while I knew it was an 
Agnus Dei. I cut it off and started a Gloria. It was 
louder. The thiuider died off and the rain came down 
like all Niagara was over us. I played the Gloria 
over again. 


“ Sing.” 

I couldn’t see her. She was outside the circ/e of 
light, where I was sitting in the middle. But I could 
feel her, up at the altar rail again, and if singing was 
what she wanted, that suited me too. I skipped the 
Qui T ollis, the Quoniam, and the rest of it do-wn to the 
Credo, and went on from there. Don’t ask me what it 
was. Some of it was Mozart, some of it was Bach, some 
of it was anybody you can think of. I must have sung 
a hundred masses in my time, and I didn’t care which 
one it was, sd I could go on without a break. I went 
straight through to the Dona Nobis, and played off 
soft after I finished it, and then I stopped. The light- 
ning and thunder had stopped again, and the rain was 
back to its regular drumming, 

“Yes.” 
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She just whispered it, but she drew it out like she 
always did, so the end of it was a long hiss. . . Just 
like the priest.” 

My head began to pound like it would split. That 
was the crown of skunk cabbage, all right, after all the 
years at harmony, of sight-reading, of piano, of light 
opera, of grand opera in Italy, Germany and France — 
to be told by tbis Indian that couldn’t even read that I 
sounded like a priest. And it didn’t help any that that 
was just what I sounded like. The echo of my voice was 
still in my ears and there was no getting around it. It 
had the same wooden, dull quality that a priest’s voice 
has, without one particle of life in it, one echo that 
would make you like it. 

My head kept pounding. I tried to think of some- 
thing to say that would rip back at her, and couldn’t. 


I got up, blew out all the candles but one, and took 
that one with me. I started up past the crucifix to cross 
over to the vestry room. She wasn’t at the crucifix. She 
was out in front of the altar. At the foot of the cruci- 
fix I saw something funny and held the candle to see 
what it was. It was three eggs, in a bowl. Beside them 
was a bowl of coffee and a bowl of ground corn. They 
hadn’t been there before. Did you ever hear of a 
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Catholic putting eggs, coffee, and com at the foot of 
the cross? No, and you never -will. That’s how an 
Aztec treats a god, 

I crossed over, and stood behind her, where she was 
crouched down, on her knees, her face touching the 
floor and her hands pressing down beside it. She was 
stark naked, except for a rebozo over her head and 
shoulders. There she was at last, stripped to what God 
put there. She had been sliding back to the jungle ever 
since she took off that first shoe, coming out of Taxco, 
and now she was right in it. 

A white spot from the sacristy lamp kept moving 
back and forth, on her hip'. A creepy feeling began to 
go up my back, and then my head began to pound 
again, like sledge hammers were inside of it. I blew 
out the candle, knelt down, and turned her over. 
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IV 

When it was over we lay there, panting. Whatever it 
was that she had done to me, that the rest of it had done 
to me, I was even. She got up and went back to the car. 
There was some rattling back there, and then I felt her 
coming back, and got up to meet her. I was getting 
used to the dark by then, and I saw the flash of a 
machete. She came in on a run, and when she was a 
couple of yards away she took a two-handed chop with 
it. I stepped back and it pulled her off balance. I 
stepped in, pinned her arms, and pressed my thumb 
against tlie hack of her hand, right at the wrist. The 
knife fell on the floor. She tried to wriggle free. Mind 
you, neither one of us had a stitch on. I tightened 
with one arm, lifted her, carried her in the vestry room 
and closed both doors. Then I dumped her in the bed 
she had heen in, piled in with her, and pulled up the 
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covers. The fire still made a little glow, and I lit a 
cigarette and I smoked it, holding her with the other 
arm, then squashed it against the floor. 

When she tired, I loosened up a little, to let her 
blow. Yes, it was rape, but only technical, brother, 
only technical. Above the waist, maybe she was wor- 
ried about the sacrilegio, but from the waist down she 
wanted me, bad. There couldn’t he any doubt about 
that. 

There couldn’t be any doubt about it, and it kind of 
put an end to the talk. We lay there, then, and I had 
another cigarette. I squashed it out, and from away 
off there came a rumble of thunder, just one. She 
wriggled into my arms, and next thing I knew it was 
daylight, and she was still there. She opened her 
eyes,' closed them again, and came closer. Of course 
there wasn’t but one thing to do about that, so I did it. 
Next time I woke up I knew it must be late, because I 
was hungry as hell. 


It rained all that day, and the next. We split up on 
the cooking after the first breakfast. I did the eggs and 
she did the tortillas, and that seemed to work better. 
I got the pot to boil at last by setting it right on the 
tiles without any plate, hnd it not only made it boil, but 
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saved time. In between, though, there wasn’t much to 
do, so we did whatever appealed to us. 


The afternoon of tlie second day it let up for about a 
half hour, and we slid down in the mud to have a look 
at the arroyo. It was a torrent. No chance of making 
Acapulco that night. We went up the hill and the sun 
came out plenty hot. When we got to the church the 
rocks back of it were alive with lizards. There was 
every size lizard you could think of, from little ones 
that were transparent like shrimps, to big ones three 
feet long. They were a kind of a blue gray, and moved 
so fast you could hardly follow them with your eyes. 
They leveled out with their tail, somehow, so they 
went over the rocks in a straight line, and almost 
seemed to fly. Looking at them you could believe it 
all right, that they turned into birds just by letting their 
scales grow into feathers. You could almost believe 
it that they were half bird already. 

We climbed down and stood looking at them, when 
all of a sudden she began to scream. “Iguana! 
Iguana! Look, look, big iguana! ” 

I looked, and couldn’t see anything. Then, still as 
the rock it was laying on, and just about the color of it, 
I saw the evilest-looking thing I ever laid eyes on. It 
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looked like some prekistoric monster you see in the 
encyclopedia, between two and three feet long, with a 
scruff of spines Uiat started at its head and went clear 
down its back, and a look in its eye like something in a 
nightmare. She had grabbed up a little tree that had 
> washed out by the roots, and was closing in on him. 
“ What are you doing? Let that goddam thing alone ! ” 
When I spoke he shot out for tlie next rock like some- 
thing on springs, but she made a swipe and caught him 
in mid-air. He landed about ten feet away, with his 
yellow belly showing and all four legs churning him 
around in circles. She scrambled over, hit him again, 
and then she grabbed him. “ Machete! Quick, Bring 
machete! ” 

“ Machete, hell, lei him go I tell you! ” 

“ Is iguana! We cook! We eat! ” 
that thing? ” 

“ The machete, the machete! ” 

He was scratching her by that time, and if she 
wouldn’t let him go I wasn’t letting him make hash out 
of her. I dove in the church for the machete. But then 
Some memory of this animal ca tight me. I don’t know 
whether it was something I had read in Cortes, or Diaz, 
or Martyr, or somebody, about how they cooked it 
when the Aztecs still ran Mexico, or some instinct I had 
brought away from Paris, or what. All I knew was 
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that if we ever cut his head oif he was going to he dead, 
and maybe that wouldn’t be right. I didn’t grab a 
machete. I grabbed a basket, with .a top on it, and dug 
out there with it. “ The machete! The machete, give 
me machete ! ” 

He had come to by now, and was fighting all he 
knew, but I grabbed him. The only place to grab him 
was in the belly, on account of those spines on his back, 
and that put his claws right up your arm. She was 
bleeding up to her elbows, and now it was my turn. 
Never mind how he felt and how he stunk. It was 
enough to turn your stomach. But I gave him the 
squeeze, shoved him head-down in the basket, and 
clapped the top on. Then I held it tight with both 
hands. 

“ Get some twine.” 

“ But the machete ! Why you no bring — ” 

“ Never mind. I’m doing this. Twine — string ■ — ■ 
that the things were tied with.” 

I carried him in, and she got some twine, and I tied 
the top on, tight. Then I set him down and tried to 
think. She didn’t make any sense out of it, but she 
let me alone. In a minute I fed up the fire, took the 
pot out and filled it with water. It had started to rain 
again. I came in ^nd put the pot on to heat. It took a 
long while. Inside the basket those claws were ripping 
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at the wicker, and I wondered if it would hold. 

At last I got a simmer, and then I took the pot off 
and got another hasket-top ready. I picked him up, 
held him way above my head, and dropped him to the 
floor. I remembered what shock did to him the first 
time, and I hoped it would work again. It didn’t. 
When I cut the string and grabbed, I got teeth, but I 
held on and socked him in the pot. I whipped the 
basket-top on and held it with my knee. For three 
seconds it was like I had dropped an electric fan in 
there, but then it stopped. I took the top off and fished 
him out. He was dead, or as dead as a reptile ever gets. 
Then I found out why it was that something had told me 
to put him in the pot alive, and not cook him dead, with 
his head cut off, like she wanted to do. When he, hit 
that scalding water he let go. He purged, and that 
meant he was clean inside as a whistle. 

I went out, emptied the pot, heated a little more 
water, and scrubbed it clean with comhusks, from the 
eggs. Then I scrubbed him off. Then I filled the pot, 
or about two thirds filled it, with clean water, and put 
it on the fire. When it began to smoke I dropped him 
in. “ But is very fonny. Mamma no cook that way.” 

“ Is fonny, but inspiration has hit me. Never mind 
how Mamma does it. This is how I do it, and I think 

i 

it’s going to be good,” 
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I fed up the fire, and pretty soon it boiled. I cut 
it down to a simmer, and this smell began to come off 
it. It was a stink, and yet it smelled right, like I knew it 
was going to smell. I let it cook along, and every now 
and then I’d fish him up and pull one of his claws. 
When a claw pulled out I figured he was done. I took 
him out and put him in a bowl. She reached for 
the pot to go out and empty it. I almost fainted. 
“ Let that water alone. Leave it there, right where 
it is.” 

I cut off his head, opened his belly, and cleaned him. 
I saved his liver, and was plenty careful how I dis- 
sected off the gall bladder. Then I skinned him and 
took off the meat. The best of it was along the back 
and down the tail, hut I carved the legs too, so as not 
to miss anything. The meat and liver I stowed in a 
little bowl. The guts I threw out. The bones I put 
back in the pot and fed up the fire again, so it began to 
simmer. “ You better make yourself comfortable. 
It’s a long time before dinner.” 

I aimed to boil about half that water away. It began 
to get dark and we lit the candles and watched and 
smelled. I washed off three eggs and dropped them in.. 
When they were hard I fished them out, peeled them, 
and laid them in a bowl with the meat. She pounded 
up some coffee. After a long time that soup was almost 
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done. Then something popped into my mind. “ Lis- 
ten, we got any paprika? ” 

“ No, no paprika.” 

“ Gee, we ought lo have paprika.” 

“ Pepper, salt, yes. No paprika.” 

“ Go out there lo the car and have a look. This stuff 
needs paprika, and it would be a shame not to have it 
just because we didn’t look.” 

“ I go, but is no paprika.” 

She took a candle and went back to the car. I didn’t 
need' any paprika. But I wanted to get rid of her so 
I could pull off something without any more talk about 
the sacrilegio. I took a candle and a machete and went 
back of the altar. There were four or five closets back 
there, and a couple of them were locked. I slipped the 
machete blade into one and snapped the lock. It was 
full of firecrackers for high mass and stuff for the 
Christmas creche. I broke into another one. There 
it was, what I was looking for, six or eight bottles 
of sacramental wine. I grabbed a bottle, closed the 
closets, and came back. I dug the cork out with my 
Igiife and tasted it. It was A-1 sherry. I socked about 
a pint in the pot and . hid the bottle. As soon as it 
heated up a little I lifted the pot off, dropped the meat 
jn, sliced up the eggs, and put them in. I sprinkled in 
some salt and a little pepper. 



87 


She came back. “ Is no paprika.” 

“ It’s ail right. We won’t need it. Dinner’s ready.” 

We dug in. 

Well, brother, you can have your Terrapin Mary- 
land. It’s a noble dish, but it’s not Iguana John How- 
ard Sharp. The meat is a little like chicken, a little lUce 
frog-legs, and a little like muskrat, but it’s tenderer 
than any of them. The soup is one of the great soups 
of the world, and I’ve eaten Marseilles bouillabaisse, 
New Orleans crayfish bisque, clear green turtle, thick 
green turtle, and all kinds of other turtle tliere are. I 
think it was still better that we had to drink it out of 
bowls, and fish the meat out widi a knife. It’s gelati- 
nous, and flooding up over your lips, it makes them 
sticky, so you can feel it as well as taste it. She drank 
hers stretched out on her belly, and after a while it 
occurred to me that if I got down and stuck my mouth 
up against hers, we would be stuck, so we experimented 
on that for a while. Then we drank some more soup, 
ate some more meat, and made the coffee. While we 
were drinking that she started to laugh. “ Yeah? And 
what’s so funny? ” 

“ I feel — how you say? Dronk? ” 

“ Probably born that way.” 

“ I think you find wine. I think you steal wine, put 
in iguana.” 
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" Well? ” 

“ I like, very much.” 

“ Why didn’t you say so sooner? ” 

So I got out the bottle, and we began to swig it out of 
the neck. Pretty soon we were smearing her nipples 
with soup, to see if they would stick. Then after a 
while we just lay there, and laughed. 


“ You like the dinner? ” 

“ It was lovely dinner, gracias.'’ 

“ You like the cook? ” 

“Yes. . . . Yes. . . . Yes. Very fonny cook.” 


God knows what time it was when we got up from tliere 
and went out front to wash up. She helped me this 
time, and when we opened the door it had stopped rain- 
ing and the moon was shining. That set us off again. 
After we got the stuff clean we started to laugh and 
dance out there in the mud, barefooted. I started to 
hum some music for it, and then I stopped. She was 
standing out there in the glare of the moon with that 
same look on her face she had the first night I met her. 
But she didn’t turn away from me this time. She came 
closer and looked at me hard. “ Sing.” 
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“ Oh, the hell with it.” 

“ No, please, sing.” 

I started over again, what I had been humming, but 
this time I sang it, instead of humming it, and then I 
stopped again. It didn’t sound like a priest any more. 
I walked over to the edge of the rocks and threw one 
down the arroyo, with a wide-open throttle. I don’t 
know what it was. It came full and round, the way it 
once had, and felt free and good. I cut, and had just 
taken breath for another one when the echo of the first 
one came back to me. I caught my breath. That echo 
had something in it my voice bad never had before, 
some touch of sweetness, or excitement, or whatever 
it was, that I had always lacked. I cut the second one 
loose, and she came over and stood looking at me. I 
kept throwing them, each one tone higher than the 
last. I must have got up to F above the staff. Then I 
did a turn in the middle of my voice and shot one as 
high as I dared. When the echo came it had a ring to 
it almost like a tenor. I turned and ran into the church 
and up to the organ, to check pitch. It was an A flat, 
and church organs are always high. At orchestra pitch, 
it was at least an A natural. 

I was trembling so bad my fingers shook on the keys. 
Listen, I was never a great baritone. I guess you begin 
to place me by now, and after the Don Giovanni 
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revival, and especially after the Hudson-to-Horn 
hook-up, you heard I was the greatest since Bispham, 
and some more stuff like that. That was all hooey. I 
was no Battistini, no Amato, no John Charles Thomas. 
On voice, I was somewhere between Bonelli and Tib- 
hett. On acting, I was pretty good. On music, I was 
still better. 'On singing, I was as good as they come. I 
ought to be, seeing it was all I ever did, my whole life. 
B ut never mind all that. I had a hell of a good voice, 
tlrat’s all Fm trying to say, and I had worked on it, 
lived for it, and let it be a part of me until it was a lot 
more than just something to make a living with. 
And I want you to get it straight why it was when tliis 
thing happened in Europe, and it cracked up on me for 
no reason that I could see, and tlren when I got sold 
dowti to Mexico as a broken-dovm hack that couldn’t 
be sent any place better, and then when I wasn’t even 
good enough for that, — it wasn’t only that I was a 
hum, and down and out. Something in me had died. 
And now that it had come back, just as sudden as it 
went, I was a lot more excited than you would be if you 
found a hundred-dollar bill somewhere. I was more 
like a man that had gone blind, and then woke up one 
,mornipg to find put that he could see, 

I played an introduction, and started to sing. It 
was Eri Tu, from B'allo in Maschera. But I couldn’t 
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be bothered with pedaling that old wreck. I walked 
out in the aisle, and walked around with it, singing 
without accompaniment. I finished it, sang it again, 
and checked pitch. It had pulled a little sharp. That 
was I'ight, after that long lay-off, it ought to do that. I 
played a chord for pitch, and started another. I sang 
for an hour, and hated to quit, but at that high pitch 
an hour was the limit. 

She sat in a pew, staring at me as I walked around. 
The sacrilegio didn’t seem to bother her much any 
more. When I stopped, she came in the vestry room 
with me, and we dropped off what we had on, and lay 
down. There were six or seven cigarettes left. I kept 
smoking them. She lay beside me, up on one elbow, 
still staring at me. When the cigarettes were gone I 
closed my eyes and tried to go to sleep. She opened 
one eye, with her finger, and then the other eye. “ That 
was very beautiful, gracias.” 

“ I used to he a singer.” 

“ Yes. Maybe I made mistake.” 

“ I tbink you did.” 

“. . , Maybe not.” 

She kissed me then, and went to sleep. But the fire 
was dead, the moon had gone down, and the window 
was gray before / went to sleep. 



^ 9S ^ 


V 

We pulled into Acapulco the next afternoon around 
five thirty. We couldn’t start before four, on account 
of that busted top, that I had to stow away in the boot. 
I didn’t mean to get sunstroke, so I let her sleep and 
tried to clean up a little, so I would leave the church 
about the way I found it, except for a few busted locks 
and this and that. Getting the car out was a little 
harder than getting it in. I had to make little dirt run- 
ways up the steps, soak them with water, and let them 
bake in the sun, so I could get a little traction for the 
wheels in reverse. Then I had to tote all the stuff out 
and load it again, but I had more time, and made a 
better job of it. When she came out of her siesta, we 
started off. The arroyo was still a stream, but it was 
clear water now, and not running deep, so we got across 
all right. 

When we got to Acapulco she steered me around to 
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the hotel where we were going to stop. I don’t know if 
you ever saw a hotel for Mexicans. It was a honey. 
It was just off the road that skirts the harbor, on the 
edge of town, and it was just an adobe barracks, one 
story high, built around a dirt patio, or court, or what- 
ever you’d call it, and that was all. In each room was 
a square oil can, what they use to carry water in all 
over Mexico, and that was the furnishings. You used 
that to carry your water in, from, the well outside, and 
there wasn’t anything else in there at all. Your mat, 
that you slept on, you were supposed to have with you, 
and unroll it on the dirt floor yourself. That was why 
she had been packing all those mats aroxmd. Your 
bedclothes you were supposed to have with you too, 
except tliat a Mexican doesn’t nqed bedclothes. He 
flops as is. The plumbing was al fresco exterior, just 
over from the well. In the patio was a flock of burros, 
tied, that the guests had come on, and we parked our 
car there, and she took her hatbox, the cape, the 
espada, and the ear, and the hostelero showed us our 
room. It was No. 16, and had a fine view of a Mexican 
witlr his pants down, relieving his bowels. 

Well, how do you feel? ” 

“ Very nice, gracias,” 

“ The beat hasn’t got you? ” 

“ No, no. Nicer than Mexico.” 
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“ Well, I tell you what. It’s too early to eat yet. I 
think 111 have my suit pressed, then take a walk 
around and kind of get the lay of the land. Then after 
sundown, when it’s cooler, we’ll find a nice place and 
eat. Yes? ” 

“ Very nice. I look at house.” 

“ All right, hut I got ideas on the location.” 

“ Oh, the politico already have house.” 

“ I see. I didn’t know tliat. All right, then, you see 
the politico, have a look at the house, and then we’ll 
eat.” 

“ Yes.” 

I found a sastreria, and sat there while they pressed 
my suit, hut I didn’t waste any time on tlie lay of the 
land after that. You think I was going to hookkeep 
for a whorehouse now? A fat chance. Those high 
notes down the arroyo made everything different. 
There was a freighter laying out there in the harbor, 
and I meant to dig out of there, if there was any way 
in God’s world I could promote passage on her. 


It was nearly dark before I found the captain. He was 
having dinner at the Hotel de Mexico, out under the 
canopy. He was a black Irishman, named Conners, 
about fifty, with brows that met over his nose, a face 
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the color of a meerschaum pipe, and blistered sim- 
burned hands that were thin and long like a blackjack 
dealer’s. He gave me a fine welcome when I sat down 
at his table. “ My friend, I don’t know your uncle in 
New York, your brother in Sydney, or your sister-in- 
law back in Dublin, God bless her, nevertheless. I’m 
not a member of the Ancient, Free, and Accepted Oi'der 
of Masons, and I don’t care if you ever get the twenty 
pesos to take you to Mexico City. I’ll not buy you a 
drink. Here’s a peso to be off, and if you don’t mind 
I’ll he having my dinner.” 

I let the peso lay and didn’t move. When he had to 
look at me again I recited it hack to him just like he 
had handed it to me. “ I have no uncle in New York, 
no brother in Sydney, no sister-in-law in Dublin, 
thanks for the benediction, nevertheless. I’m not a 
member of the Ancient, Free, and Accepted Order of 
Masons, and I’m not on my way to Mexico City. I 
don’t want your drink, and I don’t want your 
peso.” 

“ By your looks, you want something. What is it? ” 

“ I want passage north, if that’s where you’re 
headed.” 

“ Fm headed for San Pedro, and the passage will 
he two hundred and fifteen pesos, cash of the Republic, 
payable in advance, and entitling you to a fine deck 
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stateroom, three meals a day, and tlie courtesies of the 
ship.” 

“ I offer five.” 

“ Declined.” 

I picked up his peso. “ Six.” 

“ Declined.” 

“ I offer sweat. I’ll do any reasonable thing to work 
this passage out, from swabbing decks to cleaning 
brass. I’m a pretty fair cook.” 

“ Declined.” 

“ I offer a recipe for Iguana John Howard Sharp 
that I have just perfected, a dish that would be an expe- 
rience for you, and probably improve your disposi- 
tion,” 

“ ’Tis the first sensible thing you have said, but there 
would be a difficulty getting the iguana. At this season 
they move up to the hills. Declined.” 

I offer six pesos and a promissory note for two 
hundred and nine. The note I guarantee to redeem.” 

“ Declined.” 

I watched him eating his fish, and by that time I was 
beginning to be annoyed. “Listen, maybe you don’t 
get this straight. I intend to haul out of here, and I 
intend to haul out on your boat. Write up your con- 
tracts any way you want. The thing to get through your 
head is; I’m going.” 
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“ You’re not. You’ve taken my peso, so te off.” • 

I lit a cigarette and still sat there. “ AU right, I’ll 
level it out, and quit the feinting and jabbing. I was a 
singer, and my voice cracked up. Now it’s come back, 
see? That means if I ever can get out of this hellhole 
of a country, and get back where the money is, I can 
cash in. I’m all right. I’m as good as I ever was, 
maybe better. To hell with the promissory note. I 
guess that was a little tiresome. I ask you as a favor 
to haul me up to San Pedro, so I can get on my feet 
again.” 

When he looked up, his eyes were smoky with hate. 
“ So you’re a singer, then. An American singer. My 
answer is: It wouldn’t be safe for me to take you 
aboard. Before I was out of the harbor with you I’d 
drop you into the water to rid the world of you. No ! 
And don’t take up any more of my time with it.” 

“ What’s the matter with an American singer? ” 

“ I even hate the Pacific Ocean. On the Atlantic 
side, I can get London, Berlin, and Rome on my wire- 
less. But here what is it? Los Angeles, San Francisco, 
the blue network, the red network, a castrated eunuch 
urging me to buy soap — and Victor Herbert! ” 

“ He was an Irishman.” 

“ He was a German.” 

“ You’re wrong. He was an Irishman.” 
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“ I met him in London when I was a young man, 
and I talked German with him, myself.” 

“ He talked German, through choice, especially 
when he was with other Irishmen. You see, he wasn’t 
proud of it. He didn’t want them to know it. All right, 
look him up.” 

“ Then he was an Irishman, though I hate to say it. 
■ — ■ And George Gershwin! There was an Irishman for 
you.” 

“ He wrote some music.” 

“ He didn’t write one bar of music. Victor Herbert, 
and George Gershwin, and Jerome Kern, and buy the 
soap for me schoolboy complexion, and Lawrence Tib- 
bett, singing mush. At Tampico, I got Mozart’s Jupiter 
Symphony, that I suppose you never heard of, coming 
from Rome. Off Panama, I picked up the Beethoven 
Seventh, with Beecham conducting it, in London — ” 

“ Listen, never mind Beethoven — ” 

“ Oh, it’s never mind Beethoven, is it? You would 
say that, you soap-agent. He was the greatest com- 
poser that ever lived ! ” 

“The hell he was.” 

“ And who was? Walter Donaldson, I suppose.” 

“Well, we’ll see.” 

There were two or three mariachis around, but the 
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place wasn’t very full yet, so there was a lull in the 
screeching. I called a man over, and took his guitar. 
It was tuned right, for a change. My fingers still had 
calluses on them, from the job in Mexico City, so I 
could slide up to the high positions without cutting 
them. I went into the introduction to the serenade from 
Don Giovanni, and then I sang it. I didn’t do any num- 
ber, didn’t try to get any hand, and tlie rest of them in 
there hardly noticed me. I just sang it, half- voice, rat- 
tled off the finish on the guitar, and put my hands over 
the strings. 

He was to his tamales by now, and he kept putting 
them down. Then he called the guitar player over, had 
a long pow-wow in Spanish, and laid down some paper 
money. The guitar player touched\is hat and went 
off. The waiter took his plate and he stared hard at the 
table. “. . . It’s a delicate point. I’ve been a Beetho- 
ven enthusiast ever since I was a young man, but 
I’ve often wondered to myself if Mozart wasn’t the 
greatest musical genius that ever lived. You might be 
right, you might be right. I bought his guitar, and I’ll 
take it aboard with me. I’m in with a cargo of blasting 
powder, and I can’t clear till I’ve signed a million of 
their damned papers. Be at the dock at midnight 
sharp. I’ll lift my hook shortly after.” 
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I left him, ray heels lifting like they had grown wings. 
Everything said lay low until midnight, and never go 
hack to the hotel. But I hadn’t eaten yet, and I couldn’t 
make myself go in a cafe and sit down alone. Along 
about nine o’clock I walked on up there. 

I no sooner turned in the patio before I could see 
there was something going on. Two or three oil lamps 
were stuck around, on stools, and some candles. Our 
car was still where I had left it, but a big limousine was 
parked across from it, and the place was full of peo- 
ple. By the limousine was a stocky guy, dark talFy- 
colored, in an officer’s uniform with a star on his 
shoulder and an automatic on his hip, smoking a 
cigarette. She was sitting on the running hoard of our 
car. In between, maybe a couple of dozen Mexicans 
were lined up. Some of them seemed to be guests of 
the hotel, some of them the hired help, and the last one 
was the hostelero. Two soldiers with rifles were search- 
ing them. When they got through with the hostelero 
they saw me, came over and grabbed me, stood me up 
beside him, and searched me too. I never did like a 
bum’s rush, especially by a couple of gorillas that 
didn’t even have shoes. 

When the searching was over, the guy with the star 
started up the line, jabbering at each one in Spanish. 
That took quite a while. When he got to me he gave 
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me the same moutliful, but she said something and he 
stopped. He looked at me sharp, and jerked his thumb 
for me to stand aside. I don’t like a thumb any better 
than I like a bum’s rush. 

He fired an order at the soldiers then, and they be- 
gan going in and out of the rooms. In a minute one of 
tliem gave a yell and came running out. The guy with 
the star went in with them, and they came out with our 
beans, our eggs, our ground corn, our pots, bowls, 
charcoal, machetes, everything that had been packed 
on tlie car. A woman began to wail and the hostelero 
began lo beg. Nothing doing. The guy with the star 
and tlie soldiers grabbed them and hustled them out of 
the court and up tlte street. Then he barked something 
else and waved his hand. The whole mob slunk to 
their rooms, and you coidd hear them in there mum- 
bling and some of them moaning. lie walked over to 
her, put his arm around her, and she laughed and 
they talked in Spanish. Quick work, getting the stolen 
stuff back, and he wanted appreciation. 

She went into No. 16 and came out with the hatbox 
and the other stuff. He opened the door of the limou- 
sine. “ Where you going with that guy? ” 

I didn’t know I was going to say it. My play was to 
stand there and let her go, but this growl came out of 
my mouth without my even intending it. She turned 



around, and her eyes opened wide like she couldn’t 
believe what she heard. “ But please, he is politico” 

“ I asked you where you’re going with him.” 

“ But yes. You stay here. I come manana, very 
early. ITien we look at house, yes.” 

She was talking in a phoney kind of way, but not 
to fool me. It was to fool him, so I wouldn’t get in 
trouble. She kept staring at me, trying to get me to 
shut up. I was standing by our car, and he came over 
and snapped something. She came over and spoke to 
him in Spanish, and he seemed satisfied. The idea 
seemed to bethat I was an American, and was all mixed 
up on what it was about. I licked my lips, tried to 
make myself take it easy, play it safe till I got on that 
boat. I tried to tell myself she was nothing but an 
Indian girl, that she didn’t mean a thing with me, 
that if she was going off to spend the night with this 
cluck it was no more than she had done plenty of times 
before, that she didn’t know any different and it was 
none of my business anyway. No dice. Maybe if she 
hadn’t looked so pretty out there in the moonlight I 
might have shut up, but I don’t think so. Something 
had happened back in that church that made me feel 
she belonged to me. I heard my mouth growl again. 
“ You’re not going.” 
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“ But he is politico — ” 

“ And because he’s politico, and he’s fixed you up 
with a lousy sailor’s whorehouse, he thinks he’s going 
to take part of his graft in trade. He made a mistake. 
You’re not going.” 

“ But — ” 

He stepped up, then, and shot a rattle at me in Span- 
ish, so close I could feel the spit on my face. We hadn’t 
been talking loud. I was too sore to yell, and Mexi- 
cans say it soft. He finished, straightened up, and 
jerked his thumb at me again, toward the hotel. I let 
him have it. He went down. I stamped my foot on his 
hand, grabbed the pistol out of the holster. “ Get up.” 

He didn’t move. He was out cold. I looked at the 
hotel. All you could hear was this mumbling and 
moaning. They hadn’t heard anything at all. I jerked 
open die car door and shoved her in, hatboxes and all. 
Then I ran around, threw the pistol on the seat, jumped 
in and started. I went out of the court in second, and 
by the time I hit the road I was in high. 

I snapped on the lights and gave her the gun. In a 
few seconds I was in the town, and then I knew what 
a mistake I had made when I came out of that court, 
and cut right instead of left. I had to get out of there, 
and get out of there quick before that guy came to, and 
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I couldn’t turn around. I mean literally I couldn’t 
turn around. The street was so narrow, and so choked 
with burros, pigs, goats, mariachis, and people, that 
even when you met a car you had to saw by, and a turn 
was impossible. It was no through street. It went 
through the town, and then, at the hill, it led up to the 
big tourist hotel, and that was the end of it. I crawled 
along now, the sweat coming out on my brow, and got 
to the bottom of the hill. There was no traffic there, 
but it was still narrow. I turned right on a side road. 
I thought I might hit a way, after a block or two, that 
would lead back where I had come from. I didn’t. The 
street just tapered off into two tracks on an open ^eld, 
that as far as I could see just wandered up in the hills. 
I pulled into the field, to turn around. I thought I still 
might have time to slip back through the town, though 
it didn’t look like even Jess Willard could stay out that 
long. Then hack of me I heard shots, yells, and the 
screech of a motorcycle siren. It was too late. I was 
cut off. I doused the lights and bumped over to a 
grove of coconut palms, where anyway I would he 
shaded from the moonlight. 

I lined up toward the town, so I could see, and tried 
to think. It all depended on whether I had been no- 
ticed, turning off the main street. If I hadn’t, I might 
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be able to lay low till the moon went down and they 
wore asleep, then go through the town fast, and he on 
my way to Mexico City before they even knew I had got 
away. I tried not to thinlc about the ship. 


In a minute or so, the sirens began to screech louder, 
and three single lights streaked out of town around 
the harbor. That meant they had no idea I was still 
aroupd. They thought I was on my way to Mexico, and 
were out after me. That meant we would be safe here 
for a little while, maybe the whole night. But where it 
put me, when I did start up to Mexico, and met those 
patrols coming back, I hated to think. And Mexico 
was the only place you could go. There wasn’t any 
other road. 


We sat there a long time, and tlien I knew she was cry- 
ing. “ Why you do this? Why you do this to me? ” 

“ Don’t you know? Why, I — ” I tried to make 
myself say “ I love you,” hut it stuck in ray throat. 
“ / wanted you. I didn’t want him to have you.” 

“ That is not true. You go away.” 

“ What makes you say that? ” 
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“ You sing now, yes? You sing better anybody in 
Mexico. You stay in Acapulco, in a house? Why you 
lie? You go away.” 

“ I never even tliought of it.” 

“ Now for me, very bad. No house, no. Maybe he 
shoot me, yes. I can no work more in Mexico. He is 
very big politico. I — why you do this? Wiry you do 
this? ” 


We sat there some more, and I wondered why I didn’t 
feel like a heel. She had called it on me all right, and 
I had certainly busted up her run of luck with plenty 
to spare. But I didn’t feel like a heel. I was in a spot, 
but my face wasn’t red. Then it hit me between, the 
eyes ; I wasn’t going to run. out on her. 

“ Juana.” 

“ Yes? ” 

“ Listen to me now. I’ve got some things to say.” 

“ Please, say nothing.” 

“ In the first place, you were right when you said I 
was going away, and I did lie to you. While I was out, 
pretending to look the town over, I arranged passage 
to the Estados Vnidos del Norte, on a boat. I was to 
leave at twelve o’clock.” 

“ I know you lie, when you go out. Yes.” 
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“ All right, I lied. You want to hear the rest? ” 

She didn’t answer for a long’ time. But you could 
always tell when something was going on inside of her, 
because her breath would stop for a two beat, and then 
go on. She turned her head to me once, and then 
looked away. “ Yes.” 

“ Wlien I went up to tire hotel, I intended to take you 
out to dinner, sit around a while, then drift out to the 
Caballeros, and not come back. Then you started off 
with him, and I knew I wasn’t going to let you go, and 
it wasn’t only that I didn’t like him. I wanted you my- 
self, and I wasn’t going to let him have you, or any- 
body have you.” 

“ But why? ” 

“ I’ll get to that. I’m not done yet. Now I’m going 
away. I told you I used to be a singer. I used to be a 
very good singer, one of the best in the world, and I 
made a lot of money, and I will again. But I can’t 
do anything in Mexico. I’m going back to my own 
country, the Estados Unidos del Norte. Now, here’s 
what I’m getting at. Do you want to come, with me? ” 

“ Is that very big country? ” 

“ Much bigger than Mexico.” 

“ How you go? ” 

“ We have the car, and you still have a little money. 
In a little while, after things quiet down, we’ll slip 
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through the town and go as far as we can before day- 
light. Then tomorrow night, weTl start out again, and 
with luck we’ll make Mexico City. We’ll lay low an- 
other day, and the next night weTl be in Monterey. 
One more night and we’re at Laredo, and I’ll figure a 
way to get you across. Once we’re in my country, 
we’re all right.” 

“ That is impossible.” 

“ Why? ” 

“ They know the auto. They catch us, sure.” 

I knew that was right, even before she said it. In 
the United States, once you’re across a state line, you 
could go quite a while without being caught. But down 
there, the state line doesn’t mean much. Those guys 
with rifles, they’re federal troops, and witli just a car 
now and then going up that road, there wasn’t n chance 
they woxdd miss us, night time, day time, or any other 
time. . . In bus, perhaps.” 

“ What was that, Juana? ” 

“ Ride little way, hide auto. Then in morning, take 
bus. Maybe they no catch.” 

“ All right, we’ll do that.” 

“ But why? Why you no go alone? ” 

“ All right, now we come to the big why. You like 
me?” 
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Yes, much.” 

“ I like you.” 

I sal looking at her, wondering why I couldn’t go 
the whole hog, tell her I loved her and be done with it. 
Then I remembered how many times I had sung those 
words, in three or four different languages, how 
j^honey they had sounded, and how much trouble I had 
had in pulling them across. Then it came to me that I 
haled lliem, not for what they said, but for what they 
didn’t say. They told it all except what you felt in your 
bones, your belly, and all those other places. They 
said you might die for a woman, but missed bow 
hungry you coidd get lor her, just to he near her, just 
to know she was around. . I could make it 
stronger than that, J uana. Maybe I don’t have to.” 

“ They catch us, sure. They.hill us.” 

“ You willing to take a chance? ” 

It was a long time before she said anything, and 
before she did she took my hand and pressed it. Then 
she looked up, and I knew that whatever it was going 
to be, there was no fooling around about it. It was the 
works. . . . “ Yes.” 

A little tingle went over me, but what I said was 
dumb enough, *' Yes, what? ” 

“ What do you mean? ” 
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“ Don’t you think it’s about time for us to pick out 
something for you to call me? I can’t very well keep 
on being Senor” 

“ I call you Hoaney.” 

I half wished she had picked out something different 
than what she had called every Weehawken slob that 
had showed up at her crib, but I didn’t say anything. 
Then something caught my throat. It came to me that 
she wasn’t calling me “ Honey.” She was calling me 
Johnny — her way. “ Kiss me, Juana. That’s exactly 
what I want you to call me.” 


The town was dark now, and quiet. I started, pulled 
out of the grove, and got over the road. As soon as I 
could I went into high, not for speed, but for quiet. 
With all that stuff out of the car we didn’t make much 
noise, but I cut her hack to the slowest roll that was in 
her, and we crept along until we got to tlie main street. 
I stopped, and listened. I didn’t hear anything, so I 
started up again, and turned the corner, to the left. I 
hadn’t put the lights on, and the moon was hanging low 
over the ocean, so the right side of the street was in 
shadow. I had gone half a block when she touched my 
arm. I rolled in to the curb and stopped. She pointed. 
About three blocks down the street, on the left, where 



Ill 


the moonlight lit him up, was a cop. He was walking 
away from us. He was the only one in sight. She 
leaned to me and whispered: “ He go, so.” 

She motioned with her hand, meaning around the 
corner. That’s how he went. I gave him about five 
seconds, then reached for the starter. The car tilted. 
Somebody was beside me, on the running board. I 
still had the gun beside me. I snatched it and turned. 
A brown face was there, not six inches from mine. 
Then I saw it was Conners. 

“ Is that you, lad? ” 

“ Yes. God, you gave me a start.” 

“ Where’ve you been? I’ve been looking all over 
for you! I’ve broken out my hook, I’m ready to go. 
I’m out of humor with you.” 

“ I got in some trouble.” 

“. . . Don’t tell me it was you that hit the gen- 
eral? ” 

“ I did.” 

His eyes popped open and he began to talk in a whis- 
per. “ The penalty is death, lad, the penalty is death.” 

Irregardless of that — ” 

“Not so loud. It’s all over town. One of them could 
be sleeping, and if they hear the English, they’ll yeE 
and it’ll be the end of you. . . . Did you mind what 
I said? The penalty is death- He’ll take you to the 



jail and they’ll spend an hour booking you, filling out 
every paper they’ve got. Then he’ll take you out and 
have them shoot you — for trying to escape.” 

“ If they catch me.” 

“ They’ll catch you. For God’s sake, come on.” 

“ I’m not coming,” 

“ Did you hear me? The penalty — ” 

“ Since I saw you, there are two of us. Miss Montes, 
Capitan Conners.” 

“ I’m happy to know you, Miss Montes.” 

“ Gracias, Capitan Conners.” 

He treated her like a princess, and she acted like 
one. But then he leaned close and put it in my ear. 
“ You can’t do it, man. You can’t take up with some 
girl you met tonight, and you’ll be putting her in 
terrible danger, too. She’s a pretty little thing, but 
hark what I’m telling you. You must come on.” 

“ I didn’t just meet her tonight, and she’s with me.” 

He looked up and doi^^n the street, and then at his 
watch. Then looked at me hard. “ Lad — • do you 
know the Leporello song? ” 

“Ido.” 

“ Then come on, the pair of you.” 

He slipped around the car and helped her out. She 
had the hatbox in her lap. He took it. She carried the 
other stuff. I grabbed the door, for fear he would slam 
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it mechanically. He didn’t. I slipped out on the right 
side, after her. He pulled us back of the car. “ We’ll 
keep the automobile between us and that policeman, 
down the street.” 

Wo tiptoed back to the corner I had just turned, and 
instead of going the way I had, he pulled us the other 
way, toward the beach. We came to a crooked alley, 
and turned into that. 

Two minutes after that we trotted out on a dock, and 
dropped into a launch. Two minutes after that, we 
wore on the declc of the Port of Cobh, with beer and 
sandwiches coming up. Two minutes after that we 
were slipping past the headland, and I was cocked back 
with a guitar on my knee, rolling the Leporello song 
out for him, and she was pouring beer. 
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' It was a happy week, all right. I didn’t sipg much, 
except a little at night, if he wanted it. Most of the time 
we sat around and fanned about music. She would 
be with us, and then she wouldn’t be. He gave us the 
royal suite, and the main feature was a shower bath, 
with sea water coming out of it. It was the first time she 
had been under one. Maybe it was the first time she 
ever had a hath, I don’t know. Mexicans are the clean- 
est people on earth. Their face is clean, their feet are 
clean, their clothes are clean, and they don’t stink. But 
when they hathe, or whether they bathe, I can’t tell you. 
To her it was a new toy, and every time I’d go looking 
for her I’d find her in there, stripped clean, under the 
water. I guess I generally hung around. She was 
something for a sculptor to hire, and she had just 
enough of the copper in her to make her look like some- 
thing poured from metal, especially with the water 
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shining on her shoulders. I didn’t let her see me look, 
at first, but then I found out she liked it. She’d stand on 
her toes, and stretch her arms, and let her muscles rip- 
ple, and then laugh. So of course that led to this and 
that. 

The second night out, he got off on a harangue 
against Verdi, Puccini, Mascagni, Bellini, Donizetti, 
and “ that most unspeakable wop of all, Rossini.” 
That was where I stopped him. “ Hold on, hold on, 
hold on. On those others, I haven’t got much to say. I 
sing them, but I don’t talk about them, though Donizetti 
is a lot better than most people think. But on Rossini, 
you’re crazy.” 

“ The William Tell Overture is the worst piece of 
music ever written.” 

“ There’s music in it, but it’s not his best.” 

“ There’s no music in it of any kind.” 

“ Well, how’s this? ” 

I picked up the guitar and gave him a little of Semi- 
ramide. You can’t play a Rossini crescendo on a 
guitar, but I did what I could. He listened, his face 
set like flint. I finished and was going to start some- 
thing else, when he touched my arm, “ Play a little of 
that again,” 

I played it again, then gave him some Italians in 
Algiers, and then some Barber. Ittook quite a while. I 



know a lot of Rossini. I didn’t sing, just played. On 
the woodwind strain in the Barber overture, I just 
brushed the strings with my fingers, then for the climax 
came in big over the hole, and it really sounded like 
something. I stopped, and he smoked his pipe a long 
time. “ ’Tis fine, musicianly music, isn’t it? ” 

“ It’s all of that. And it’s no worse for being gay, 
and not taking itself too seriously.” 

“ Aye, it has a twinkle in its and a sparkle in 
its beat.” 

“ Your friend Beethoven patronized him, the son- 
of-a-bitch. Told him to keep on writing tunes, that was 
what he was good for. All Rossini was doing at the 
time was trying to give him a lift, so he wouldn’t have 
to live like a hog in the dump he found him in.” 

“ If he patronized him it was his right.” 

‘‘ The hell it was. When a Beethoven overture is as 
good as a Rossini overture, then it’ll be his right. Until 
tlien, let him keep his goddam mouth shut.” 

“ Lad, lad, you’re profaning a temple.” 

“ No, I’m not. You say he’s the greatest composer 
that ever lived, and so do 1. He wrote the nine gi’eatest 
symphonies ever put on paper, and that makes him the 
greatest composer. But listen, symphonies are not all 
of music. When you get to the overtures, Beethoven’s 
name is not at the top, and Rossini’s is. The idea of a 
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man that could write a thing like the Leonora No. 3 
high-hatting Rossini. Why, when those horns sound 
off, off-stage, it’s a cheap vaudeville effect that makes 
the William Tell Overture sound like a Meistersinger’s 
Prelude, by comparison.” 

“ I confess I don’t like it.” 

“ Oh yeah, he would show the boys how to write an 
overture, wouldn’t he? He didn’t have overtures in 
him. You know why? To write an overture, you’ve 
got to love the theatj-e, and he didn’t. Did you ever 
hear Fidelio? ” 

“ I have, and it shames me — ■ ” 

“ But Rossini loved the theatre, and that’s why he 
could write an overture. He takes you into the theatre, 
— hell, you can even feel them getting into their seats, 
and smell the theatre smell, and see the lights go up 
on the curtain. Who the hell told Beethoven he could 
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treat that guy as somebody with an amusing talent that 
he ought to cultivate? ” 

“ Just the same he was a great man.” 

I played the minuet from the Eighth Symphony. 
You can get most of that on the guitar. “. . . That 
was something to hear. By the way you play him, lad, 
you think he’s a great man yourself, I take it? ” 
“Yes” 

“ The other too. From now on I shall listen to him.” 
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We were several days out before he got around to Mc- 
Cormack, and he kind of brought it up offhand, as we 
were sitting on deck at sundown, like it was just some- 
thing he happened to think of. But when he found out 
I thought McCormack was one of the greatest singers 
that ever lived, he began to talk. “ So you say the 
singers admire the fellow? 

“ Admire him? Does a ballplayer admire Ty 
Cobb? ” 

“ Between ourselves, I’m no enthusiast for the art. 
As you’ve observed, I’m a symphony man myself, and 
I believe the great music of the world has been written 
for fiddlers, not singers. But with McCormack I make 
an exception. Notbecause he’s an Irishman, I give you 
my word on that. You were right about Herbert. If 
there’s one thing an Irishman hates more than a land- 
lord it’s another Irishman. ’Tis because he makes me 
feel music I had previously been indifferent to. I don’t 
speak of the ballads he sings, mush a man wouldn’t spit 
into. But I have heard him sing Handel. I heard him 
sing a whole program of Handel at a private engage- 
ment in Boston.” 

“ He can sing it, all right.” 

“ Until then, I had not cared for Handel, but he 
revealed it to me. ’Tis somediing to be grateful for, 
the awakening to Handel. What is the reason for that? 
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IVe heard a million of your Wops, Frogs and Yankees 
sing Handel, aye and plenty of Englishmen, but not 
one of them can sing it the way that fellow can.” 

“ Well, in the first place, he’s good. That’s some- 
thing you can’t quite cut up into pieces and measure 
off. And when a man’s good, he’s generally good all 
the way down the line. McCormaek has music in him, 
so he no sooner opens his trap than there’s a tingle to 
it, no matter what he sings. He has an instinct for style 
j;hat never lets him down. He never drags an andante 
too slow, or hustles an allegro too fast. He never turns 
a dumb phrase, or forces, or misgauges a climax. 
Wlicn he does it, it’s always right, with a big R. 
What he did for Handel was bring it to life for you. 
Up to then, you probably thought it was pale, thin, 
tinkle-tankle stuff — ” 

“ To my shame I did.” 

“ And then he stepped into it, like a bugler at dawn 

“ That’s it, that’s it, like a bugler at dawn. You 
can’t imagine what it was like, lad. He stood there, 
the most arrogant figure of a man I ever saw, with his 
chest thrown out and his head thrown back, and his 
thumbs in his little black book of words, like a cardinal 
starting the mass. And without a word, be began to 
sing. And the sun came up, and the sun came up.” 



And in the second place — ” 

“ Yes, lad, in the second place? ” 

“ He had a great voice.” 

“ He could have the Magic Flute in his throat and 
I’d never know it.” , 

“ Well, he goddam near had the Magic Flute in his 
throat, if somebody happened to ask you. And your 
ears knew it, even if your head didn’t. He had a great 
voice, not just a good voice. I don’t mean big. It was 
never big, tliough it was big enough. But what makes 
a great voice is beauty, not size, and beauty will get 
you, I don’t care if it’s in a man’s throat or a woman’s 
leg.” 

“ You may be right. I hadn’t thought of it.” 

“ And in the third place — ” 

“ Go on, '’tis instructive to me.” 

“ — There’s the language he was born to. John 
McCormack comes from Dublin.” 

“ He does not. He comes from Athlone.” 

“ Didn’t he live in Dublin? ” 

“No matter. They spealc a fine brogue in Athlone, 
almost as fine as in Belfast.” 

“ It’s a fine brogue, but it’s not a brogue. It’s the 
English language as it was spoken before all the other 
countries of the world forgot how to speak it. There’s 
two things a singer can’t buy, beg or steal, and tliat no 



teacher, coach or conductor can give him. One is his 
voice, the other is the language that was born in his 
mouth. When McCormack was singing Handel he was 
singing English, and he sings it as no American and no 
Englishman will ever sing it. A Welshman, yes. Evan 
Williams could sing English. But not like an Irish- 
man. Not with all that warmth, color, and richness 
that McCormack puts into it.” 

“ ’Tis pleasant to hear you say that,” 

“ You speak a fine brogue yourself.” 

“ I try to say what I mean.” 


We were creeping past Ensenada, four or five miles 
out, and we smoked a while without saying anything. 
The sea was like glass, but you could see the hotel in 
the setting sun, and the white line of surf around the 
harbor. We smoked a while, but I’m a bit of a bug on 
that subject of language, and what a man brings on 
stage with him besides what he was taught. I started 
up again, and told him how all the great Italian singers 
have come from the city of Naples, and gave him a few 
examples of singers with fine voices that never made 
the grade because they were bums, and people won’t 
listen to bums. About that, I knew plenty. Then I got 
off on Mexico, and about that, I guess you can realize 



I was pretty bitter. I began getting it off my chest. 
He listened, but pretty soon he stopped me. “ Not so 
fast, lad, not so fast. ’Tis instructive that Caruso came 
from Naples, as McCormack came from Athlone, and 
that it was part of his gift, but when you speak so of 
Mexico, I take exception.” 

“ I say they can’t sing because they can’t talk.” 

“ They talk soft.” 

“ They talk soft, but they talk on top of their throats 
— and they’ve got nothing to say! Listen, you can’t 
spend a third of your life on the dirt floor of an adobe 
hut, and then expect people to listen to you when 
you stand up and try to sing Mozart. Why, sit down, 
you goddam Indian, and — ” 

“ I’m losing patience with you.” 

“ Did you ever hear them sing? ” 

“ I don’t know if they can sing, and I don’t care. 
But they’re a great people.” 

“ At what? Is there one thing they do well? ” 

“ Life is not all doing. It’s part being. They’re a 
great people. The little one in there — ” 

“ She’s an exception.” 

“ She’s not. She’s a typical Mexican, and I should 
know one when I see her by now. I’ve been sailing 
these coasts for thirty years. She speaks soft, and 



holds herself like the little queen that she is. There’s 
beauty in her.” 

“ I told you, she’s an exception.” 

“ There’s beauty in them.” 

“ Sure, llie whole goddam country is a musical 
comedy set, if that’s what you mean. But when you 
get past the scenery and the costumes, what then? 
Under the surface, what do you find? Nothing! ” 

“ I don’t know what I find. I’m no great hand at 
words, and it would be hard for me to say what I find. 
But I find something. And I know this much; if it’s 
beauty I feel, then it must be under the surface, because 
beauty is always under the surface.” 

“ Under the bedrock, in that hellhole.” 

“ I think much about beauty, silting alone at night, 
listening to my wireless, and trying to get at the reason 
of it, and understand how a man like Strauss can put 
the worst sounds on the surface that ever profaned the 
night, and yet give me somethiirg I can sink my teeth 
into. This much I know: True beauty has tenor in it. 
Now I shall reply to your contemptuous words about 
Beethoven. He has terror in him, and your overture 
writers have not. Fine music they wrote, and after 
3mur remarks I shall listen to them with respect. But 
you can drop a stone into Beethoven, and you will 



never hear it strike hottom. The eternities and the 
infinities are in it, and they strike at the soul, like dealho 
You mind what I’m telling you, there is terror in the 
little one too, and I hope you never forget it in your 
relations with her.” 

There wasn’t much I could say to that. I had felt 
the terror in her, God knows. We lit up again, and 
watched Ensenada turn gray, blue and violet. My cig- 
arettes were all gone by then, and I was smoking his 
tobacco, and one of his pipes, that he had cleaned out 
for me on a steam jet in the boiler. Not a hundred feet 
from the ship a black fin lifted out of the water. It was 
an ugly thing to see. It was at least thirty inches high, 
and it didn’t zigzag, or cut a V in the water, or any of 
the things it does in books. It just came up and stayed 
a few seconds. Then there was the swash of a big 
tail and it went down. 

“ Did you see it, lad? ” 

“ God, it was an awful-looking thing, wasn’t it? ” 

“ It cleared up for me what I’ve been trying to say 
to you. Sit here, now, and look. The water, the surf, 
the colors on the shore. You think they make tlie 
beauty of the tropical sea, aye, lad? They do not. 
’Tis the knowledge of what lurks below the surface of 
it, that awful-looking thing, as you call it, that carries 
death with every move that it makes. So it is, so it is 



with all beauty. So it is with Mexico. I hope you never 
forget it.” 


We docked at San Pedro around three in the afternoon, 
and all I had to do was walk ashore. He gave me 
dollars for our pesos, so I wouldn’t have any trouble 
over that part, and came down the plank with me. It 
took about three seconds. I was an American citizen, 
I had my passport, they looked at it, and that was all. 
I had no baggage. But she was different, and how she 
was going to get ashore was making me pretty nervous. 
He had her below decks, under cover, and so far so 
good, but that didn’t mean she was in, by a long way. 
He didn’t seem much upset, though. He walked 
through the pier with me, waving at his friends, stop- 
ping to introduce me to his broker, taking it easy. 
When he got to the loading platform outside, he stood 
♦here and lit a cigar his broker had given him. 
“ Across there is a little cove they call Fish Harbor. It 
is reached by a ferry, and you should find out how to 
get there this afternoon, but don’t arrive before dark, 
as you should not be seen hanging around. By the 
wharves runs a street, and on the main thoroughfare 
leading down to it is a little Japanese restaurant, about 
a stone’s throw from the water. Be there at nine 
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o’clock, sharp. Order beer, and drink it slowly till I 
come.” 

He clapped me on the shoulder, and went back to 
the ship. I walked down and found how the ferry ran. 
Then I went in a lunchroom and had somelhihg to eat. 
Then I went in a moving picture, so I could sit down. 
I don’t even know what tlie show was. Every fifteen or 
twenty minutes I would go out in the lobby to look at 
the clock. Wlialever it was, I saw it twice. Around 
seven I left the theatre and walked down to the ferry. 
It was quite a while coming, but just about dark 
it showed up and I went across. It took about ten 
minutes. I walked down to Fish Harbor, found it witl(- 
out having to ask anybody about it, and then spotted the 
restaurant. I walked past it, then found a clock and 
checked on the tirqe. It was half past eight. I wallced 
on to where the street turned into a road, and kept on 
going until I figured I had covered three quarters of a 
mile. Then I turned around and came back. When I 
passed the clock it said five minutes to nine. 


I went in and ordered beer. There were five or six 
guys in there, fishermen by their looks, and I raised 
my glass at them, and they raised back. I didn’t want 
to act like some mysterious stranger, looking neither 
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right nor left. After tliat they paid no more attention 
to me. At ten after he came in. He shook hands all 
around in a big way, then sat down with me, and 
ordered beer. They seemed to know him. When his 
beer came, he sent the Jap tmt for a cab, and then began 
telling me, and telling them, about this trouble he 
had had on his ship. He had his things packed, and 
was all ready to come ashore, when a launch showed up 
out of the night, and began yelling up at the pier for 
somebody named Charlie. “ They kept it up and kept 
it up, until I got so sick of Charlie I could have thrown 
a pin at them.” 

He was pretty funny, but I wasn’t in the humor for 
it. They were, though. “ Who was Charlie? ” 

“ I never did find out. But wait a minute. Of course 
my second officer had his face out the hatch, ogling 
the girls, and do you know what the young upstart did? 
He called out: ‘ Forget about Charlie! Come aboard, 
girls, ril give you a hand through the hatch — and 
let a real man take care of you! ’ And before I knew 
it he had a line down, they had made the launch fast, 
and they were aboard my ship! ” 

“ "What did you do? ” 

“ I was down there in a flash and I ordered them off! 

‘ Off and begone! ’ I said to them. ‘ Out of the hatch 
where you came in, and let me see no more of you! ’ ” 



“ Did they go? ” 

“ They did not! They stood laughing at me, and 
invited me to go with them! Then the man that was 
with them seconded the invitation, and my second 
officer had the effrontery to second him. I was so 
furious I could not trust myself to speak. But then 
with an effort, I got myself under control, and I said 
to him; ‘ ’Tis an official matter,’ I reminded him, ‘ to 
he entered on your papers and reported to your owners. 
Get these girls out of here, and at once.’ Do you know 
what those girls said to me? ” 

“ What they say? ” 

“ ‘ Nuts.’ ” 

That got a laugh. “ I argued with them. I pleaded 
with them, as I didn’t want any trouble. At last I had 
to appeal to the guard on the pier, who was standing 
there, looking down into the hatch, listening to it. 
‘ Is that right, my man? ’ I said to him, ‘ that such entry 
into a ship is in violation of law? That they must 
enter by the plank, and pass the guard, otherwise be 
subject to arrest? ’ ” 

“ ‘ It is, captain,’ he said, ‘ and they’ll not pass the 
guard if I have anything to do with it.’ 

“ That seemed to frighten them, and out they went, 
the girls, the man and my second officer. Him I will 
deal with in the morning. But what I cannot under- 
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stand about these American girls is the boldness of 
them. Not one of them could have''been more than 
nineteen, and where were their mothers all that time? 
What were they doing in that launch at all? Will you 
tell me that? ” 

They all chimed in with what a tough bunch the 
young girls are nowadays, and then the Jap came in 
and said tlie cab was ready. He paid, and we took the 
valise he had brought with him, and went out and put 
it in the cab, and he told the driver to wait. Then he 
started to walk down toward the wharves. “Well, 
what about her? ” 

He didn’t seem to hear me. “ ’Twas a noisy ten 
minutes. Of course, if thfe guard on the pier had been 
observant, he would have noticed that the man in the 
launch was my first officer. He would also have noticed 
that whereas three young girls came into the hatch, four 
of them went out of it.” 

“ Oh.” 


We got to die wharves, strolled out on one, then strolled 
hack, and stood on the comer, smoking. Out in the 
basin somewhere a launch started up. In a minute or 
two it slipped in to the wharf, stopped a second, and she 
hopped ashore and came running to us. Then it shoved 
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off and disappeared. I had wanted to go down and 
thank those guys for all they had done for us, hut he 
wouldn’t let me. “ I’ll tell them all you say. The 
three girls they found have no idea what they’ve been a 
party to, and the less they know, the less they have 
to tell. They will see a nice picture show now, and 
that’s enough.” 


It was always catching me by surprise, how glad I was 
to be with her, and I got this catch in my throat wheh 
she came running up to us, laughing like it had all 
been a big joke. We walked back to the cab, got m, 
and he told the driver to take the ferry and go to the 
nearest Los Angeles bus stop. She sat in the middle 
and’ I took her hand. He looked out the window. She 
turned to him, but he kept staring at the buildings go- 
ing hy. Then she reached out and took his hand. He 
came out of it on that. He took her hand in both of his, 
and patted it, but it was a minute or two before he 
said anything. . . There’s something I’d like to 
say to the both of you. I’ve enjoyed every minute of 
your stay on my ship. I wish you all happiness, and as 
you’re in love, you may have it. ’Tis a big world, and 
I boh around it like a cork in a tub. But should you 



ISl 


ever need me, and should I be there, you have only to 
say the word. Only to say the word.” 

. . Gracias, Sehor Capitan. . . . This big 
world, I go around, too. . . . But, you need me — 
you say word, say word only,” 

“ Me too.” 

. . ’Tis a pretty night.” 


On the ferry the driver went forward to have a smoke, 
and we were alone. He sat up and began to talk. “ Her 
tilings are all in the valise. It holds them better than 
her own little box, especially that sword that she carries 
with her. She’s wearing no hat, and it would be a good 
idea if you were to stow your own hat with her stuff. 
You’re both well burned by the sun, and without hats ^ 
you could well be a couple that has spent a day at th^ 
beach, and arouse no suspicion that you’re just off a t 
boat.” 

I opened the valise, put my hat in it, and he went 
on. Inquire of the busman, and get off as near what 
they call die Plaza as you can. In that neighborhood 
are many small hotels catering to Mexicans of the 
town, and you will attract no attention. Register as 
Mr. and Mrs, Perhaps you will not believe it, but 
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under American laws you must write it so, and so 
long as you do, they will not care. In the morning, 
get up very early, and as soon as you can, get a hat 
on her. I have packed all her shawls, and forbidden 
her to carry one, as they will betray her sooner than 
anything else. I doubt if she has ever had a hat on in 
her life, so be careful that you pick one yourself, a 
little hat exactly like all the other hats in the place. 
When you have bought the hat, buy her a little dress. I 
know nothing of girls’ clothes myself, but her little 
things make me think of Mexico, and sharper eyes than 
mine might become suspicious. Buy her a dress like 
every other dress in the place. When you have bought 
her a hat and bought her a dress, you can breathe easier 
about the illegal entry. Her accent will attract no at- 
tention. In America are as many accents as the coun- 
tries of the world, and she could have lived here all 
her life and still speak as she does. But the clothes will 
mark her. She should meet few Mexicans. There is a 
belief among them that the United States government 
pays informers against immigrants of her kind. It 
does not, but one of them might turn her in for the 
sake of the legendary reward. As soon as you can, 
get work. A working man is his own answer to all 
questions, an idle man is a riddle they all try to guess. 
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It would be a good idea if she learned to read and 
write.” 


We got out at the bus stop, and shook hands, and 
then she put her arms around him and kissed him. He 
was shaken up as I stepped over to help him into the 
cab. “ And you’ll mind what I’ve been telling you, 
lad? — about her, and Mexico, and all the rest of it? ” 
“ I’ll mind. For tlie rest of my life.” 

“ See that you do. For the rest of your life.” 
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We found a Htde hotel, a two-dollar joint on Spring 
Street, and didn’t have any trouble. It was about whal 
you would expect, but after Mexico it was like a pal- 
ace, and they gave us a room with a shower, so she was 
happy. After she had splashed enough water to suit 
her, she came and lay in my arms, and I lay there 
thinking about how we were starting our life together 
in my own country, and wanted to say something about 
it, but next thing I Imew she was asleep. We got up 
early the next morning, and as soon as the stores were 
open, went out to get that hat. Then we got a dress and 
a light coat. The hat was $1.95, the dress $3.79, and 
the coat $6. That left us $38 out of her 500 pesos. We 
stopped by a little restaurant, had a little breakfast, 
and then I took her back to the hotel and went out to 
find work. 
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First thing I did was wire my agent in New York,, 
the one that had sent me down to Mexico. I told her I 
was all right again, and to see what she could do, as I 
wanted to get going. Then I bought a Variety, the 
Hollywood edition, and looked in there to see if any 
agents carried ads. Quite a few of them did, and the 
one that seemed to he what I wanted was named Stoes- 
sel, and had offices in Hollywood, so I got on a bus 
and went out there. It took me an hour to get in to 
see him, and he never even bothered to look at me. 
“ Brother, out here singers are a drug on the market, 
and they’ve quit fooling with them. They’ve had them 
all, and how many come through? Eddy, MacDonald, 
Pons, Martini, and Moore — and even Pons and Mar- 
tini ain’t so hot. The rest of them, flops, nothing but 
flops. And it ain’t only that they flop, they have a hell 
of a time getting stories for them. They’re through 
with singers. When they want a singer, little produc- 
tion number maybe, they know where to get him. Out- 
side of that — out. I’m sorry, but you’re in the wrong 
place.” 

“.I didn’t mean pictures. How about theatres? ” ' 

“ I could book you twelve weeks straight, right up 
the coast, book you in a minute, if you was a name. 
Without a name for tlie marquee, you ain’t worth a 
dime.” 
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“ I’m fairly well known.” 

“ I never heard of no John Howard Sharp.” 

“ I sang mainly in Europe.” 

“ This ain’t Europe.” 

“ How about night clubs? ” 

“ I don’t fool with that small stuff. You want to go 
on in a night club, there’s plenty of them around. If 
that interests you, you might pick up quite a little lime 
here and there, this and that. Try Fanchon and Marco. 
Maybe they got a spot for you.” 

I walked down on Sunset, to Fanchon and Marco. 
They were putting up a dance act, and a singer didn’t 
seem to fit. I went in a radio station. They gave me 
an audition, and said they’d let me have some sustain- 
ing time in the afternoon, but they wouldn’t pay for it, 
and I’d have to bring my own accompanist. I said I’d 
be back. 

Around four o’clock I went in a night club on La 
Brea, and they let me sing for them, and then said 
they’d put me on, $7.50 a night, tips and meals, report 
in evening clothes at nine o’clock. I said I’d let them 
know. I found a costume place to go in and rent an 
evening outfit. The price was $3 a night, $10 by the 
week, and that would leave a little profit, hut they had 
nothing in there that would fit. I’m -six feet, and 
weighed nearly two hundred, and that’s an out size for 
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a costume place. I went back to Spring Street. Tbere 
was a little place still open, and I went in and bought 
a second-hand guitar for $5. I wasn’t going to pay an 
accompanist to get me on the air. With that guitar, 
I could do my own accompanying. 


I kept that up three or four days. I parked the guitar 
in the radio station, and went in there every day at 
two thirty. I was to get fifteen minutes, and be an- 
nounced under my name, hut when I cut myself up 
into two pieces, John Howard Sharp, baritone, and 
Signor Giuseppe Hondo, the eminent Italian guitar 
player, they gave me a half hour. I’d sing a couple of 
numbers, and then I’d introduce tlie Signor, and the 
Signor would announce his selections in a high voice, 
in Italian. Then I’d try to translate, and get it all 
wrong, so if I said it was to be Hearts and Flowers, the 
Signor would play Liebestraum, or something like 
that. The station manager thought that was a pretty 
good gag, and made us a regular feature, and put our 
names in the paper. After the second day he got twenty 
or thirty letters about me, and two or three hundred 
about the Signor, and he got all excited and said he 
was going to find a sponsor for us. A sponsor, it turned 
out, was an advertiser that would pay us. 
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One of those days, after the broadcast, I took tlie 
guitar out with me and went to Griffith Park, where the 
Iowa Society was having a picnic, forty or fifty thou- 
sand of them. I thought if I went singing around, there 
might be some tips. I had never taken a tip, and I 
wondered how I was going to feel about it. I needn’t 
have worried. The Iowa Society liked me fine, but 
none of them dug into their pocket. But next day I 
went in the Biltmore, where the Rotary Club was hav- 
ing lunch. I marched right in with the guitar, just like 
I was supposed to be there, and when I got into the 
dining-room I went to the center of the U table that they 
were all sitting around, hit a chord and started to sing. 
I picked the Trumpeter, because you can rip into it 
right from the start without any waiting around for a 
chorus to get started on. A captain and three waiters 
hustled over to throw me out, but two or three of them 
yelled “ Let him alone! Let him alone! ” 

I got a hand, and piled a couple of numbers on top 
of it. I remember one of them was the Speaks Man- 
dalay. Then some egg up in the corner began to yell 
“ Pollyochy! Pollyochy! ” I didn’t think it was a 
Pagliacci crowd, so I didn’t pay any attention to him, 
but he kept it up, and then some of the others yelled 
“ Pollyochy! ” too, mostly to shut him up. So I 
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whammed into the introduction, and began singing the 
Prologue. It’s not my favorite piece, of music, hut I 
do it all right, and at the end of the andante I gave 
them plenty of A flat. By rights, you sing A flats for 
dough, and for nothing else, but it had been a long time 
since anybody had wanted to hear mine. I swelled it 
and cut, and then on the E flat that follows it I shook 
the windows. When I finished I got a big hand, and 
gave them some Trovatore and Traviata. 

When it was time for the speeches the president, or 
chairman, or whatever he was, called me up, and told 
me to wait, and they began making up a pot for me. 
They borrowed a tray from a waiter and passed it 
around and when it came back it was full of silver. 
He handed it to me, and I thanked him, and dumped it 
in my pocket. I had taken a tip, but I didn’t feel any- 
thing. I went out in tire washroom to count it. 

It was $6.75, but we were getting low, getting low, 
Even with that, we were down to $22, and nobody 
showing the least interest in John Howard Sharp. Still, 
there was an outdoor performance of Carmen .that 
night at the Hollywood Bowl, at a dollar and a half 
top but with some seats at seventy-five cents, so of 
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course we had to go. If you want to know where to find 
an opera singer the night some opera is being given, 
you’ll find him right there, and no other place. A base- 
ball player, for some reason, prefers a ball game. 

So I told her to get dressed, so we could eat early, 
and try to get out there in time to get some kind of de- 
cent seat. By that time she had quit playing with the 
shfiwer hath to play with the hat. She’d put it on, and 
take it off, and put it on again, and look at herself in 
the mirror, and ask if she had it on right, then take 
it off and start all over again. I generally said it 
looked swell, but it was funny how dumb she was, 
catching on to how it worked. Up to then, I had always 
thought of a woman’s hat as something that she put on, 
and forgot about, and that was that. But the way she 
did it, it was the funniest-looking thing you ever saw 
in your life. Half the time she would get it on back- 
wards, and even when she didn’t, she would pull it 
down on her head some way that made it look like it 
didn’t even belong to her. I tried the best I could, and 
it was better than her way, but it always looked like a 
man’s necktie would if somebody else tied it for him. 

It was a warm night, so she wasn’t wearing the coat. 
She decided to wear the bullfighter’s cape. It looked 
pretty swell, so it was all right with me. When she had 



laid it out, she came over for me to put the finishing 
touches on the hat. I fixed it so it looked almost right, 
and then she went over to the mirror to have a look. 
She gave it one last pull that made it all wrong, put on 
the cape, and turned around to be admired. “ Am I 
very pretty? ” 

“ You’re the prettiest thing in the world.” 

“ Yes.” 


The curtain was advertised at eight thirty, and we got 
there at seven thirty, but I found out I didn’t even know 
what early meant on a night when they’re giving opera 
in the Hollywood Bowl. Most of those people, I think, 
had been there since breakfast. The best we could get 
was up on the rim, at least a quarter of a mile from 
the show. It was the first time I had ever seen the 
Hollywood Bowl, and maybe you’ve never been in it. 
It’s so big you can’t believe it. It was just about dark 
when we got there, and they were pouring into it 
through every ramp, and everywhere you looked there 
were people. I counted the house as well as I could, 
and by my figuring when they all got in there would be 
twenty thousand of them. As it turned out, that was 
about right. I sat there wondering whether they used 



amplifiers or what the hell they did. It frightened you 
to think of singing in such a place. 


I looked on the program to see who was singing. I 
had heard of a couple of them. The Jose and the 
Micaela were second-line Metropolitan people. There 
was a program note on the Carmen. She was a local 
girl. I knew the Escamillo. He was a wop named 
Sabini that sang Silvio in Palermo one night when I 
was singing Tonio. I hadn’t heard of him in five years. 
The rest of them I didn’t know. 


They played the introduction and the lights went up 
and we began to have a good time. I’m telling you, 
that was opera that you dream about. They didn’t 
have any curtain. They put the lights up, and there it 
was, and when they finished they blacked out and came 
up with a baby spot for the bows. The orchestra was 
down front. Beyond was a low flight of wide steps, 
and quite a way beyond that was the stage, without the 
shell they use for concerts. On that they built a whole 
town, the guardhouse on one side, cafes on the other, 
the cigarette factory in back. You had to rub your 
eyes to believe you weren’t in Spain. The way they lit 



it was great. They’ve got a light box in that bowl that 
tops anything I ever saw. And that stage town was just 
filled with people. The performance seemed to be 
given with some kind of hook-up between a ballet 
school and some local chorus, and they must have had 
at least three hundred out there. When the bell rang 
and the girls began pouring out of the factory, they 
poured out. It was really lunch time. Between acts, 
they rolled that stuff off, and rolled on the cafe for the 
second act, and the rocks for the third act, and the 
bullring entrance for the fourth act. The place is so 
big that with the lights down nobody paid any atten- 
tion to what they were doing out there. They didn’t 
use any amplifiers. Big as it was, the acoustics were 
so perfect you could hear every whisper. That was 
the thing I couldn’t get over. 

The principals were just fair, maybe not as good as 
that, except for the two from the Met, but I didn’t mind. 
They were giving a performance, and that’s enough. 
So when this little thing happened, I didn’t pay any at- 
tention to it. A singer can spot trouble a mile away, but 
I was there for a good time, so what the hell? But then 
I woke up. 

What happened was that in the middle of the scene 
in the first act, where the soldiers bring Carmen out 
from tire factory after she’s cuffed another girl around. 



a chorister in a uniform stepped up to the Zuniga, 
jerked his thumb backstage, and began to sing the part. 
The Zuniga walked off. That was all. They did it so 
casually that it almost seemed like part of the opera, 
and I don’t think twenty people out there thought any- 
thing of it. You would have had to know the opera to 
have spotted it. I wondered about it, because the 
Zuniga had a pretty good bass voice, and he had been 
doing all right. But I was listening to the Carmen, 
and she had started the Segiiidilla before I tumbled to 
what was up. 


I jumped up, grabbed the bullfighter cape off her, 
whipped off my own coat and put it on her, and 
pointed down the hill. “ Meet me there after it’s over ! 
You understand? ” 

“ Where you go? ” 

“ Never mind. Meet me there. You got it? ” 

“ Yes.” 

I skipped around the rim, took the ramp on the 
run, ducked Lack of the stage, and asked a stagehand 
for the manager. He pointed to some cars that were 
parked out back. I went back there, and sure enough, 
there was the Zuniga, still in his captain’s uniform, and 
a fat guy, standing by a car and arguing with some- 



body inside. I tapped the fat guy on the shoulder. 
He batted at me with his hand and didn’t even look. 
“ I’m busy. See me later.” 

“ Goddam it, I’m singing your Escamillo for you! ” 
“ Get the hell away ! ” 

“ What’s the matter with you — are you snowed 
in? You called this guy off to get dressed — and he 
can’t sing it! ” 

The Zuniga turned around. “ You heard him, 
Morris. I can’t sing F’s. I can’t do it.” 

“ I’ve heard you do it.” 

“ Transposed, yes.” 

“ They’ll set it down for you! ” 

“ How? They can’t rescore a whole number be- 
tween acts ! They got no parts to set it down withl ” 
“For Christ sake! They can read it down — ” 

“ They can like hell. It’s out! ” 

About that time, the man in the car put his head 
out, and it was Sabini. "When he saw me he grabbed 
me and began kissing me with one side of his mouth 
and selling me to the manager with the other. Then 
he began giving me an earful of Italian, a mile a 
minute, explaining to me he didn’t dare get out of 
his car, didn’t even dare be seen, or his wife’s process 
servers would get him, and that was why he couldn’t 
sing. Then he did get out, on the far side, lifted a 



trunk out of the rumble, and called me around. He 
began stripping me, and as fast as he got one piece 
off me, he’d have a piece of the Toreador costume out 
of the trunk for me to put on. The manager lit a 
cigarette and stood there watching us. Then he went 
off. “ It’s up to the conductor*.” 

There was a big roar from the bowl that meant 
the first act was over. Sabini jumped in the car and 
snapped on the lights. I sat down in front of them 
and the Zuniga took the make-up kit and began mak- 
ing me up. He stuck on the coleta and I tried the hat. 
It fit. When the manager came back he had a young 
guy with him in evening clothes, the conductor. I got 
up and spoke. He looked me over. “ You’ve sung 
Escamillo? ” 

“ At least a hundred times.” 

“Where? ” 

“ Paris, among other places. And not at the Opera. 
At the Comique, if that means anything to you.” 

“ What name did you sing under? ” 

“ In Italy, Giovanni Sciaparelli. In France and 
Germany my own, John Howard Sharp.” 

He gave me a look that would have curdled milk, 
turned his back, and beckoned to the Zuniga. 

“ Hey, what’s the matter? ” 
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“ Yes, Fve heard of you. And you’re washed up.” 
I cut one loose they must have heard in Glendale. 

Does that sound like I’m washed up? Does it? ” 

“ You lost your voice.” 

“ Yeah, and I got it back.” 

He kept looking at me, opened his moutli once or 
twice to say something, then shook his head and turned 
to the manager. “ It’s no use, Morris. He can’t do it. 
I just happened to thinlc of that last act. . . . Mr. 
Sharp, I wish I could use you. It would pull us out 
of a spot. But for the sake of the ballet school, we’ve 
interpolated Arlesienne music into Act IV, and I’ve 
scored the baritone into it, and — ” 

“ Oh, Arlesienne, hey? Listen: Cue me in. That’s 
all I ask. Just cue me in! ” 

You think that’s impossible, that a man can go on 
and sing stuff that he never even saw? All right, once 
there was an old Ahorn baritone that’s dead now, by 
the name of Harry Luckstone, hrotlier of Isidore 
Luckstone, the singing teacher. He had a cousin 
named Henry Myers, that writes a little music now 
and then. Myers had written a song, and he was tell- 
ing Luckstone about it, and Luckstone said fine, he’d 
sing it. 

“ I haven’t put it on paper yet — ” 



“ All right, I’ll sing it,” 

“ Well, it goes like this — ” 

“ God Almighty, does a man have to know a song to 
sing it? Get going on your goddam piano, and I’ll sing 
it! ” ■ 

And he sang it. Nobody but another singer knows 
how good a singer really is. Sure, I sang his Ar- 
lesienne for him. I got a look at his score after Act III, 
and what he had done wms put some words to the slow 
part, let the baritone sing them, then have baritone 
and chorus sing them under the fast part, in straight 
counterpoint. I didn’t even bother to look what the 
words were. I bellowed “ Aupres de ma blonde, qu’il 
fait bon, fait bon,” and let it go at that. One place I 
shot past a repeat. The dancers were all frozen on one 
foot, ready to do the routine again, and there was I, 
camped on an E that didn’t even belong there. He 
looked up, and I caught his eye, and hung on to it, and 
marched all around with it, while he spoke to his men 
and wigwagged to his ballerina. Then he looked up 
again, and I cut, and yelled, “ Ha, ha, ha.” He brought 
his stick down, the show was together again, and I 
began flapping the cape at the dancers. In the Torea- 
dor Song, on the long “ Ah ” that leads into the chorus, 
I broke out the cape and made a couple of passes at 
the bull. Not too much, you understand. A prop can 



kill a number. But enough that I got that swirl of crim- 
son and yellow into it. It stopped the show, and he let 
me repeat the second verse. 


Some time during tlie night I had been given a dress- 
ing room, and after the last bow I went there. My 
clothes were there, piled on the table, and Sabini’s 
trunk. Instead of taking off the make-up first, I started 
with the costume, so he could get away, if he was still 
around. I' had just stripped down to my underwear 
when the manager came in, to pay me off. He counted 
out fifty bucks, in fives. While he was doing it the 
process server came in. He had a summons to appear 
in court, and a writ to attach costumes. It took all the 
manager and I could do to convince him I wasn’t 
Alessandro Sabini, but after a few minutes he went. I 
was scared to death he would see the “ A. S.” on that 
ti-iuik, and serve the writ anyhow, but he didn’t think of 
that. The conductor came in and thanked me. “ You 
gave a fine performance, and I’d like you to know it 
was a pleasure to have somebody up there that could 
troupe a little.” 

' “ Thanks. I’m sorry about that bobble.” 

“ That’s what I’m talking about. When you gave 
me the chance to pull it out of the soup, that was what 
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I call trouping. Anybody can make a mistake, espe- 
cially when they’re shoved out there the way you were, 
without even a rehearsal. But when you use your head 
— well, my hat’s off to you, that’s all.” 

“ They be pleasant words. Thanks again.” 

“ I don’t think they even noticed it. Did they, Mor- 
ris? ” 

“ Notice it? Christ, they give it a hand.” 

I sat on the trunk, and we lit up, and tliey began tell- 
ing me what the production cost, what the hook-up was, 
and some more things I wanted to know. Up to then I 
didn’t even know their names. The conductor was 
Albert Hudson, who you’ve probably heard of by now, 
and if you haven’t, you soon will. The manager was 
Morris Lahr, who you’ve never heard of, and never 
will. He runs a concert series in the winter, and man- 
ages a couple of singers, and now and then he puts on 
an opera. There’s one like him in every city, and if 
you ask me they do more for music than the guys that 
get their name in the papers. 


We were fanning along, me in my underwear with my 
make-up still on, when the door opens and in pops 
Stoessel, the agent I had been talking to not a week be- 
fore. He had a little guy with him, aroimd fifty, and » 
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they stood looking at me like I was some ape in a cage, 
and then Stoessel nodded. “ Mr. Ziskin, I believe 
you’re right. He’s the type. He’s the type you been 
looking for. And he sings good as Eddy.” 

“ I need a big man, Herman. A real Beery type.” 

“ He’s belter looking than Beery. And younger, A 
hell of a sight younger.” 

“ But he’s rugged. You know what I mean? Tough. 
But in the picture, he’s got a heart like all outdoors, 
and that’s where the singing comes in. A accent I don’t 
mind, because why? He’s got a heart like all outdoors, 
and a accent helps it,” 

“ I know exactly what you mean, Mr. Ziskin.” 

“ O.K., then, Herman. You handle it. Three fifty 
while he’s learning English, and llien after the script 
is ready and we start to shoot, five. Six weeks’ guaran- 
tee, at five hundred.” 

Stoessel turned to Hudson and Lahr. “ I guess Mr. 
Ziskin don’t need any introduction around here. He’s 
interested in this man for a picture. Tell him that 
much, will you? Then we give him the rest of it.” 

Lahr didn’t act like he was any too fond of Mr. 
Ziskin, or Stoessel either, for that matter. “ Why 
don’t you tell him yourself? ” 

“ He speak English? ” 

“ He did a minute ago.” 
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“ Sure, I speak English. Shoot.” 

“ Well, say, that makes it easy. O.K., then, you 
heard what Mr. Ziskin said. Get your make-up off, put 
on your clothes, and we’ll go out and talk.” 

“ We can talk right now.” 

I was afraid to take my make-up off, for fear he 
would know me. They still thought I was Sabini, I 
could see that, because there hadn’t been any announce- 
ment about me, and I was afraid if he placed me there 
wouldn’t be any three fifty or even one fifty. I was 
down, that day, and he knew it. “ All right, then, we’ll 
talk right now. You heard Mr. Ziskin’s proposition. 
What do you say? ” 

“ I say go climb a tree.” 

“ Say, that’s no way to talk to Mr. Ziskin.” 

“ What the hell do you think a singer works for? 
Fun? ” 

“ I know what they work for. I handle singers.” 

“ I don’t know whether you handle singers. Maybe 
you handle bums. If Mr. Ziskin has got something to 
say, let him say it. But don’t waste my time talking 
about three hundred and fifty dollars a week. If it was 
a day, that would be more like it.” 

“ Don’t be silly.” 

“ I’m not being silly. I’m booked straight through 
to the first of the year, and if I’m going to get out of 
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those contracts it’s going to cost me dough. If you want 
to pay ddugh, talk. If not, just let’s stop where we are.’' 

“ What’s your idea of dough? ” 

“ I’ve told you. But I’ve been wanting to break into 
pictures, and to get the chance, I’ll split the difference 
with you. I’ll do a little better than that. A thousand 
a week, and it’s a deal. But that’s rock bottom. I can’t 
cut it, and I can’t shade it.” 

We had it hot for a half hour, but I stuck and they 
came around. I wanted it in writing, so Stoessel took 
out a notebook and pen and wrote a memo of agree- 
ment, about five lines. I got a buck out of my pants 
and made him receipt for that, first of all. That bound 
them. But when we got that far I had to tell my name. 
I hated to say John Howard Sharp, but I had to. He 
didn’t say anything. He tore out the leaf, waved it in 
the air, handed it to Ziskin to sign. “ John Howard 
Sharp — sure, I’ve heard of him. Somebody was tell- 
ing me about him just the other day.” 


They went, and a boy came in for Sabini’s trunk, and 
Lahr went out and came back with a bottle and glasses. 
“ Guy has broke into pictures, we got to have a driidc 
on that. . . . IFAere did you say you were booked? ” 
“ With the Santa Fe, mashing down ballast.” 



“ Happy days.” 
“ Happy days.” 
“ Happy days.” 


The crowd was gone and she was all alone when I ran 
down the hill, waving the cape at her. She turned her 
back on me, started to wallc to die bus slop. I pulled 
out the wad of fives Lahr had given me, “ Look, look, 
look! ” She woiddn’t even turn her head. I took my 
coat off her, put it on, and dropped the cape over her 
shoulders. “. . . 1 wait very long time.” 

“ Business! I been talking business.” 

“ Yes. Smell very nice.” 

“ Sure we had a drink. But listen: get what I’m 
telling you. I been talking business.” 

“ I wait very long.” 

I let her get to the bus stop, but I didn’t mean to ride 
on a bus. I began yelling for a taxi. There weren’t 
any, but a car pulled up, a car from a limousine serv- 
ice, “ Take you any place you want to go, sir. Rates 
exactly the same as the taxis — ” 

Did I care what his rates were? I shoved her in, and 
that did it. She tried to stay sore, but she felt the cush- 
ions, and when I took her in my arms she didn’t pull 
away. There were no kisses yet, but the worst was 
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over. I halfway liked it. It was our first row over a 
little thing. It made me feel she belonged to me. 


We went to the Derby and had a real feed. It was the 
first time I had been in a decent place for a year. But 
I didn’t break the big news until we were back at the 
hotel, undressing. Then I kind of just slid into it, 
“ Oh, by the way, I got a little surprise for you.” 

“ Surprise? ” 

“ I got a job in pictures.” 

“ Cinema? ” 

“ That’s right. A thousand a week.” 

“ Oh.” 

“ Hell, don’t you get it? We’re rich 1 A thousand a 
week — not pesos, dollars! Three thousand, six hun- 
dred pesos every week! Why don’t you say some- 
thing? ” 

“ Yes, very nice.” 

It didn’t mean a thing to her! But when I took the 
cape, and stood up there in my drawers, and sang the 
Toreador song at her, like I had at the Bowl, that 
talked. She clapped her hands, and sat on the bed, and 
I gave her the whole show. The phone rang. The desk 
calling, to ask me to shut up. I said O.K., but send 
up a boy. When he came I gave him a five and told 
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him to get us some wine. He was back in a few minutes 
and we got a little tight, the way we had that night in 
the church. After a while we went to bed, and a long 
while after that she lay in my arms, running her fingers 
through my hair. “ Y ou like me? ” 

“Yes, much.” 

“ Did I sing all right? ” 

“ Very pretty.” 

“ Were you proud of me? ” 

“. . . You very fonny fallow, you, Hoaney. Why 
I he proud? I no sing.” 

“ But I sang.” 

“ Yes. I like. Very much.” 
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I didn’t like Holl}rwood. I didn’t like it partly because 
of the way they treated a singer, and partly because 
of the way they treated her. To them, singing is just 
something that you buy, for whatever you have to pay, 
and so is acting, and so is writing, and so is music, and 
anything else they use. That it might be good for its 
own sake is something that hasn’t occurred to' them yet. 
The only thing they think is good for its own sake is 
a producer that couldn’t tell Brahms from Irving 
Berlin on a bet, that wouldn’t know a singer from a 
crooner until he heard twenty thousand people yelling 
for him one night, that can’t read a book until the 
scenario department has had a synopsis made, that 
can’t even speak English, hut tliat is a self-elected ex- 
pert on music, singing, literature, dialogue, and pho- 
tography, and generally has a hit because somebody 
lent him Clark Gable to play in it. I did all right, you 
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understand. After that first tangle with Ziskin I kind 
of got the hang of how you handle tilings out there to 
get along. But I never liked it, not even for a second. 

It turned out he wasn’t the main guy on his lot, or 
even a piece of the main guy. He was just one producer 
there, and when I showed up the next morning he 
seemed even to have forgot my name. I had his piece 
of paper, so they had to pay me, but I wandered around 
for a week not knowing what I was supposed to do or 
where I was supposed to do it. You see, he didn’t have 
his script ready. But my piece of paper said six weeks, 
and I meant to collect on it. After four or five days 
they shoved me in what they call a B picture, a Western 
about a cowboy that hates sheep and the sheep man’s 
daughter, hut then he finds some sheep caught in a 
blizzard and brings them home safe, and that fixes it 
all up. I couldn’t see where it fixed anything, but it 
wasn’t my grief. They had bought some news-reel 
stuff on sheep caught in the snow, and that seemed to 
he the main reason for the picture. The director didn’t 
know I could sing, but I got him to let me spot a couple 
of campfire songs, and on the blizzard stuff, Git Along, 
Little Dogies, Git Along. 

They finished it toward the end of September, and 
gave it a sneak preview in Glendale. I thought it was 
so lousy I went just out of curiosity to see how bad they 
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would razz it. They ate it up. On tlie snow stuff, every 
time I came around the bend with a lamb in my arms, 
breaking trail for the sheep, they’d clap and stamp 
and whistle. Out in the lobby, after it was over, I 
caught just a few words between the producer, the 
director, and one of the writers. “ B picture hell — 
it’s a feature ! ” 

“ Christ, would that help the schedule! We’re three 
behind now, and if we can make an extra feature out of 
this, would that he a break! Would that be a break! ” 

“ We got to do retakes.” 

“ We got to do it bigger, but it’ll get by.” 

“ It’ll cost dough, hut it’s worth it.” 

She hadn’t come with me. We were living in an 
apartment on Sunset by that time, and she was going to 
night school, trying to learn how to read. I went home 
and she had just gone to bed with her reader, Wisdom 
of the Ages, a book of quotations from poetry, all in 
big type, that she practiced on. I got out the guitar and 
some blank music paper that I had, and I went to work. 
I split up that song. Git Along, Little Dogies, Git Along, 
into five-part harmony, one part the straight melody, 
the other four a quartet obligato in long four-beat and 
eight-beat notes, and maybe you think it wasn’t work. 
That song is nothing extra to start with, and when you 
try to plaster polyphonic harmony on top of it, it’s a 
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job. But after a while I had it done, and went to bed 
with her to get a little sleep. 

Next morning, before they could get together and 
really think up something dumb, I got the producer, the 
director, tlie writer and tlie sound man together in the 
producer’s office, and I laid it down to them. 

“ All right, boys, I heard a little of what you said 
last night. You thought you had a B picture here, and 
now you find out if it’s fixed up a little bit, you can 
get away with it for a feature. You want to do retakes, 
put some more money in it, do it bigger. Now listen 
to me. You don’t have to put one extra dime in this if 
you do what I tell you, and you can make it a wow. 
The big hit is the snow stuff. You’ve got at least ten 
thousand feet of that that you didn’t use. I know be- 
cause I saw it run off one day in the projection room. 
The problem is, how to get more of that stuff in, and tie 
it up so it makes sense so they don’t get tired of it 
before you’ve really made full use of it. All right, this 
is what we do. We rip out that sound track where I’m 
singing, and make another one. I do that song, but 
after ,lhe first verse I come in, singing over top of 
myself, see? My own voice, singing an obligato to 
myself on the verse. Then when that’s done, I come in 
and sing another one on top of that. Then I come in on 
top of that, so before the end of it, there’s five voices 



there — all me ■ — ■ light falsetto for the tenor part, 
heavier for the middle point, and plenty of beef in the 
bass. Then we repeat it. At the repeat, we start a 
tympanum, a kettle drum, just light at first, but keeping 
time to the slug of his feet, and when he gets in sight of 
the ranch-house we bang hell out of it, and let the five- 
part harmony swell out so tlie thing really gets there. 
All during that, you keep cutting in the snow stuff, but 
not straight cuts. Slow dissolves, so you get a kind of 
a dream effect, to go with the cock-eyed harmony on 
that song. And it doesn’t cost you a dime. Nothing 
but my pay, and you’ve got me anyhow, for another 
two weeks. How does it hit you? ” 

The producer shook his head. His name was Beal, 
and he and the director and the writer had been listen- 
ing like it was merely painful, my whole idea. “ It’s 
impossible.” 

“ Why is it impossible? You can put all those parts 
on your loops, I know you can. After you’ve checked 
your synchronization, you run them off and make your 
sound track. It’s absolutely possible.” 

“ Listen, we got to do it big, see? That means we 
got to do retakes, we got to put more production in, and 
if I got to spend money, I’d a hell of a sight rather 
spend it on that than on this. This way you say, I got 
to pay an arranger, I got to hire an orchestra — ” 
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“Arranger, hell. It’s already arranged. I’ve got 
the parts right here. And what orchestra? ” 

“ For the kettle drum, and — ” 

“ I play the kettle drum myself. On every repeat 
of the song, I tune it up. .lust a little higher, to get a 
sense of climax, a little louder, a little faster. Don’t 
you get it? They’re getting near home. It’ll huild. 
It’ll give you what you’re looking for, it — ” 

“ Nah, it’s too tricky. Besides, how can a goddam 
cowhoy be singing quartets with himself out there in 
the snow? They wouldn’t never believe it. Besides, 
we got to pump up the rest of the picture, the begin> 
ning — ” 

“ O.K., we’ll do that, and then they’ll believe every- 
thing. Look.” 

It had suddenly popped in my mind about my voice 
coming back at me, that night in the arroyo, and I knew 
I had something. “ In that campfire song, the second 
one. Home On The Range, we do a little retake and 
show him singing it at the mountains. His voice comes 
back, in a:^ echo. It surprises him. He likes it. He 
begins to fool around with it, and first thing you know, 
he’s singing a duet with himself, and then maybe a 
trio. We don’t do much with it. Just enough that 
they like it, and we establish it. Then in the snow scene 
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it’s not tricky at all. It’s his own voice coming back at 
him from all over that range — out there all alone, 
bringing home those sheep. They can believe it then, 
can’t they? What’s tricky now? ” 

“ It’s not enough. We got to do retakes.” 

Up to then the sound man had sat like he was asleep. 
He sat up now and began to make marks on a piece of 
of paper. “ It can be done.” 

Even if it can be done, it’s no good.” 

“ It can be done, and it’s good.” 

“ Oh, you’re telling me what’s good? ” 

“ Yeah, I’m telling you.” 

The technical guys on a lot, they’re not like the rest 
of them. They know their stuff, and they don’t take 
much off a producer or anybody. “ You went and 
bought ten thousand feet of the prettiest snow stuff I 
ever saw, and then what did you do? You threw out 
all hut four hundred feet of it. It’s a crime to waste 
that stuff, and the lousy way you fixed up the story, 
there’s no way to get it in but the way ibis guy says. 
All right then, do like he says, and get it in. It’ll build, 
just like he says it will. You’ll get all those angle shots 
in, all those far shots of miles of sheep going down that 
mountain, all the little bits that you never even tried to 
get in before, and then toward the end of it, the ranch- 
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house where they’re getting near home. I’ll give him a 
light mix on the first of it, and on all the far shots , and 
when we get near the end — we cut her loose. That 
kettle drum, that’s O.K. It’ll get that tramp-tramp feel 
to it, and go with the music. The echoes on Home On 
The Range I can work with no trouble at all. It’s O.K. 
And it’s O.K. all down the line. It’s the only chance 
you got. Because listen: either this is a little epic all 
hy itself, or it’s a goddam cheapie not worth hell room. 
Take your pick.” 

“ Epic ! That’s what I’ve been trying to get.” 

“ Well then, this is how you get it.” 

“ All right, then, fix it up like he says. Let me know 
when you’ve got something for me to look at.” 

So he, I, and the cutter went to work. When I say 
work I mean work. It was sing, rewrite the parts, test 
the mix, run it off, and do it all over again from morn- 
ing to night, and from night to almost morning, but 
alter a couple of weeks we had it done and they gave it 
another preview, downtown this time, with the news- 
papers notified. They clapped, cheered, and gave it 
a rising vote. The Times next morning said Woollies 
was “ one of the most vital, honest, and moving things 
that had come out of Hollywood in a long time,” and 
that “ John Howard Sharp, a newcomer with only 
featured billing, easily stole the picture, and is star 
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material, unless we miss our guess. He can act, he can 
sing, and he has that certain indefinable, je-ne-sais-quoi 
something. He’s distinctly somebody to watch.” 

So the next day eight guys showed up to sell me a 
car, two to sell me annuities, one to get me to sing at a 
benefit, and one to interview me for a fan magazine. I 
was a Hollywood celebrity overnight. Wlien I went on 
the lot in the afternoon I got a call to report to the 
office of Mr. Gold, president of the company. Ziskin 
was tliere, and another producer named London. 
You’d have thought I was the Duke of Windsor. It 
seemed I wasn’t to wait till Ziskin got his script ready. 
I was to go into another one that was waiting to shoot. 
They had been dickering with John Charles Thomas 
for it, but he was tied up. They thought I would do 
just as well, because I was younger and bigger and 
looked the part better. It was about a singing lumber- 
jack that winds up in grand opera. 

I said I was glad they liked my work, and everything 
was fine if we could come to terms on money. They 
looked kind of funny, and wanted to loiow what I was 
talking’ about. We had our agreement, and I was pretty 
well paid for a man that started in pictures just a little 
while ago, 

“ We did have an agreement, Mr. Gold.” 

“ And we still got it.” 



“ It ran out today.” 

“ Get his contract, Ziskin.” 

“ He’s sewed for five years, Mr. Gold, absolutely for 
five years from the date on the contract, with options 
every six months, same as all our talent, with a liberal 
increase, two fifty I think it was, every time we take up 
our option. A fine, generous contract, and frankly, 
Mr. Sharp, I am much amazed by the attitude you’re 
taking. That won’t get you nowheres in pictures.” 

“ Get his contract.” 

So they sent down for my contract, and a secretary 
came up with it, and Gold took, a look at it, put his 
thumb on the amounts and handed it over. “ You 
see? ” 

“ Yeah, I see everything but a signature.” 

“ This is a file copy.” 

“ Don’t try to kid me. I haven’t signed any contract. 
That may be the contract you were going to offer me, 
but the only thing that’s been signed is this thing here, 
that ran out today.” 

I fiished out the memo I had got off Ziskin that night 
in the dressing-room. Gold began to roar at Ziskin. 
Ziskin began to roar at the secretary. “ Yes, Mr. Zis- 
kin, the contract came through at least a month ago, but 
you gave me strict orders not to have any contracts 
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signed until you gave your personal approval, aqd it’s 
been on your desk all that time. I’ve called it to your 
attention.” 

“ I been busy. I been cutting Love Is Love.” 

The secretary went. Zislcin went. London looked 
sore. Gold began drumming on his desk with his fin- 
gers. “ O.K., then. If you want a little more dough, 
something like that, I guess we can boost you a little. 
Tell you what we do. We won’t bother with any new 
contract. You can sign this one here, and we’ll take up 
the first option right away, and that’ll give you twelve 
fifty. No use quarreling about a few hundred bucks. 
Report on the set tomorrow morning to Mr. London 
here, and you better be going down and getting meas- 
ured for your costumes so you can start.” 

“ I’m afraid twelve fifty won’t do, Mr. Gold.” 

“ Why riot? ” 

“ I prefer to work by the picture.” 

“ O.K., then. Let’s see, this is on a six-week shoot- 
ing schedule, that’ll make seven and a half for the 
picture. I’ll have new contracts drawn up this after- 
noon with corresponding options.” 

“ I’m afraid that won’t do either.” 

“ What the hell are you getting at? ” 

I want fifty thousand for the picture, with no 
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optics. I want to work, but I want every picture a 
separate deal. For this one, fifty thousand. When we 
see how that goes, we’ll talk again.” 

“ Talk like you had good sense.” 

“ Listen, I’ve been out here a little while now, I know 
what you pay, and fifty thousand is the price. Very 
low it is, too, but as you say. I’m new here, and I’ve got 
to be reasonable.” 

London left, talking over his shoulder as he went. 
“ Slop work on the sets. I’ll wait for Thomas. If I 
can’t get him I’ll take Tibbett, and if I can’t get him I’ll 
put an actor in and dub the sound. But I’ll be god- 
damned if I’m paying fifty grand to this punk.” 

“ Well, you heard him, Mr. Sharp. He’s the pro- 
ducer. Fifty thousand is out of the question. We might 
up that seven and a half to ten, but that would be top. 
The picture can’t stand it, Mr. Sharp. After all, we 
know what our productions cost.’’ 

“ I heard him, and now in case you didn’t hear me, 
I’ll say it over again. The price is fifty tlrousand. Now 
beginning tomorrow I’m taking a little rest. I’ve been 
working hard, and I’m tired. But one week from to- 
day, if I don’t hear from you, I’m taking the plane ifor 
New York. I’ve got plenty of work waiting for me 
there, and get this: I’m not just talking. I’m going,” 

“ I hate to see you be so foolish.” 
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“ Fifty, or I go.” 

“ Why — pictures could make you rich. And you 
can’t get away with this. You’re trying to put one 
over on us. You’ll be blackballed all over Hollywood. 
No studio will have you.” 

“ To hell with that. Fifty or I don’t work.” 

“ Oh, to hell with it, hey? I’ll goddam well see that 
you don’t work in Holl3rwood. We’ll see if a lousy ham 
actor can put one like that over on Rex Gold.” 

“ Sit down.” 

He sat, and he sat pretty quick. “ Once more. Fifty 
or Fm going to New York. You got a week.” 

“ Get out of my office.” 

“ On my way.” 

I had bought a little car by then, and every day we 
would start out early for the beach or some place, and 
every day when we got back, around one o’clock, so 
she could take her siesta, there would be a memo to 
call Mr. Ziskin, or Mr. London, or somebody. I never 
called. Around five o’clock they would call again, 
and it would turn out that if I would go over and 
apologize to Mr, Gold, there might be an adjustment on 
the price, say up to fifteen thousand, or something like 
that. I did like hell go over and apologize. I said I 
had done nothing to apologize for, and the price was 
still fifty tliousand. Somewhere around the fifth day 
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they got up to twenty-five. We were at the Burbank 
airport, going out to the plane, before they came 
around. A guy ran up, waving signed contracts. I 
looked them over. They said fifty thousand, but called 
for three pictures, one each at thafprice. I thought 
fast, and said if they’d pay for my tickets it was all 
right. He snatched them out of my hand before I even 
finished. Next day I went into Gold’s office and said I 
heard he wanted to apologize. He took that for a gag 
and we shook hands. 


All tliat time I was making Woollies, I hardly saw her 
at all. By the time I got in from the lot, around seven 
or eight o’clock, she would be gone to night school. I’d 
eat dinner alone, then go and gel her, and we’d have a 
little snack at tire Derby or somewhere. Then it would 
be time to go home and go to sleep. Believe me, you 
work on a picture lot, and don’t let anybody tell you 
different. She’d be still asleep when I left in the morn- 
ing, and the next night it would be the same thing over 
again. But that week I took off, we did go out and 
buy her some clothes. We got four or five dresses, and 
a fur coat, and some more hats. She loved the fur 
coat. It was mink, and she would stroke it the way she 
stroked the bull’s ear. And she looked swell in it. But 
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the hats she couldn’t get the hang of at all. Between me 
and the saleswoman, we managed to fix her up with a 
few that seemed to he all right, a kind of a soft brown 
felt hat that would do for regular dresses and that went 
nice with the coat, and a big filmy one for night, and 
a little one for knocking around in the morning, or at 
night school, and two or three that went with what the 
saleswoman called sports dresses, the kind of thing 
they wear at the beach. But she never could get it 
through her head which hat went with which dress. 
We’d start out for the beach, and she’d come out of the 
bedroom with white dress, white shoes, white handbag, 
and the big floppy evening hat. Or she’d start out in 
the afternoon with a street dress on, and the fur coat, 
and one of the sports hats. And I’d have a hard time 
arguing her out of it, to make her put on what she ought 
to have. “ But the hat is very pretty. I like.” 

“ It’s pretty, but you can’t wear evening hats to the 
beach. It looks funny. It’s all wrong.” 

“ But why? ” 

“ I don’t know why. You just can’t do it.” 

“ But / like.” 

“ Well, can’t you just take my word for it? ” 

“ I no understand.” 

And then this thing happened that finished me -with 
Hollywood, and everything about Hollywood, for 



good. Maybe you don’t know what it’s like to be a big 
Hollywood actor. Well, it’s about like being the win- 
ning jockey in the Irish Sweepstakes, only worse. You 
can’t turn around that somebody isn’t asking you to 
some little party he’s giving, or begging your auto- 
graph for some kid that is home sick in bed, or to lake 
space in some trade paper, or to sing at some banquet 
for a studio executive. Some of that stuff I had to do, 
lilce the banquet, but the parlies I ducked by saying I 
had to work. But when Paul Bunyan was finished, and 
I was waiting around for retakes, I got this call from 
Elsa Chadwick, that played opposite me in it, asking 
me to a little party at her house the next night, just a 
few friends, and woul d I sing? She caught me with ray 
mouth hanging open, and I couldn’t think of anything 
to say. I mumbled something about having an engage- 
ment to take a lady to dinner, and she began to gurgle 
that I should bring her. Of course I should bring her. 
She would expect us both around nine. 

I didn’t know what Juana was going to say, but in- 
stead of balking, she wanted to go. “ Oh yes, I like, 
very much. This Miss Chadwick, I have seen her, in 
the cinema. She is very nice.” 

Next day, early, I was called over to re-shoot a scene, 
and I forgot about the party till I got home. Juana 
was under the shower, getting ready to go. By that 
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time I had a Hollywood suit of evening clothes, and I 
put them on, and went out in the living-room and 
waited. In about a half hour she came out, and I got 
this feeling in the pit of my stomach. She had gone 
out', all by herself, and bought a special dress for the 
party. Do you know what a Mexican girl’s idea of a 
party dress is? It’s white sillr, with red flowers all over 
it, a red rose in her hair, and white shoes with rhine- 
stone buckles. God knows where she found that outfit. 
It looked like Ramona on Sunday afternoon. I opened 
my mouth to tell her it was all wrong, but took her in 
my arms and held her to me. You see, it was all for 
me. She wanted to wear a red rebozo, instead of a hat. 
It was evening, and didn’t call for a hat, so I said all 
right. But when she put it on, that made it still worse. 
Those rebozos are hand-woven, but they’re cotton, like 
everything else in Mexico. I’d hate to tell you what she 
looked like with that dress, and those shoes, and that 
cotton shawl over her head. 

Chadwick went into a gag clinch with me when we 
came in, but when she saw Juana the grin froze on her 
face and her eyes looked like a snake’s. There were 
twenty or thirty people there, and she took us in and 
introduced us, but she didn’t take us around. She stood 
with us, near the door, and rattled off tire names in a 
hard voice. Then she sat Juana down, got her a drink, 
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put some cigarettes beside her, and that was all. She 
didn’t go near her again, and neither did any of the 
other women. I sat down on the other side of the 
room, and in a minute they were all around me, 
particularly the women, with a line of Hollywood 
chatter, all of it loud and most of it off color. They 
haven’t got the Hollywood touch till they cuss like 
muleskinners and peddle the latest dirty crack that 
was made on some lot. I fed it back like they gave it, 
but I was watching Juana. I thought of the soft way 
she talked, and how she never had said a dirty word in 
her life, and the dignified way she had stood there 
while she was being introduced, and the screechy way 
they had acted. And I felt something getting thick in 
my throat. Who were they to leave her there all alone 
with a drink and a pack of Camels? 

George Schultz, that had done the orchestrations for 
Bunyan, went over to the piano and started to play. 
“ Feel like singing, boy? ” 

• “ Just crazy to sing.” 

“ Little Traviata? ” 

“Sure.” 

“ O.K., give.” 

He went into the introduction to Di Provenza II Mar. 
But this thing in my throat was choking me. I went 
over to Juana. “ Come on. We’re going home.” 
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“ You no sing? ” 

“ No. Come on.” 

“ Hey, where are yon? That’s your cue.” 

“ Yeah? ” 

“ You’re supposed to come in.” 

“ I’m not coming in.” 

“ What the hell is this? ” 

We went out and put on our things, and Chadwick 
followed us to the door. “ Well, you don’t seem to en- 
joy my little party? ” 

“ Not much.” 

“ It’s mutual. And the next time you come don’t 
show up with a cheap Mexican tart that — ” 

That’s the only time a woman ever took a cuff in the 
puss from John Howard Sharp. She screamed and 
three or four guys came out there, screen he-men, all 
hot to defend the little woman and show how tough they 
were. I stepped hack to let them out. I wanted them 
out. I was praying they’d come out. They didn’t. I 
took Juana by the arm and started for the car. “ There 
won’t he any next time, baby.” 


“ They no like me, Hoaney? ” 
“ They didn’t act like it.” 

“ But why? ” 
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“ I don’t know why.” 

“ I do something wrong? ” 

“ Not a thing. You were the sweetest one there.” 

“ I no understand.” 

“ You needn’t even bother to try to understand. But 
if they ever pull something like that on you, just let 
me know. Thai’s all I’ve got to say. Just let me know.” 


We went to the Golondrina. It’s a Mexican restaurant 
on Olvera Street, a kind of Little Mexico they’ve got in 
Los Angeles, with mariachis, pottery, jumping heans, 
bum silverware, and all the rest of it. If she had 
dressed for me, I was bound she was going to have a 
good time if I had to stand the whole city on its ear to 
give it to her. She had it. She had never been there be- 
fore, but as soon as they spotted her they all came 
around, and talked, and laughed, and she was back 
home. The couple in the floor show made up a special 
verse of their song for her, and she took the flower out 
of her hair and threw it out there, and they did a dance 
with it, and gave her some comedy. Their comedy 
is a lot of bum cucaracha gags, with a lot of belly- 
scratching and eye-rolling and finger-snapping, but it 
was funny to her, so it was funny to me. It was the first 
time I had ever had a friendly feeling toward Mexico. 
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Then I sang. A big movie shot is an event in that 
place, but a Mexican would never pull anything, or 
let you know he was looking at you. I had to call for 
the guitar myself, but then I got a big hand. I sang to 
her, and to the girl in the floor show, and whanged out 
a number they danced to, and then we all sang llie 
Golondrina. It was two o’clock before we left there. 
When we went to bed I held her in my arms, and long 
after she was asleep this fury would come over me, 
about how they had treated her. I knew then I hated 
Hollywood, and only waited for the day I could clear 
out of there for good. 


Under their contract, they had three montlis to call me 
for the next picture, and the way the time was counted, 
that meant any date up to April 1. It was just before 
Christmas that I got the wire from the New York agent 
that she had a tip the Met was interested in me, and 
would I please, please, let her go ahead on the deal? 
I began to rave like a crazy man. “ Hoaney, why you 
talk so? ” 

“ Read it! You’ve been going to school, there’s 
something for you to practice on. Read it, and see 
what you’ve been missing all this time.” 

What is ‘ Met ’? ” 
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“ Just the best opera company in the worldj that’s 
all. The big one in New York, and they want me. They 
want me ! — she’d never be sending that unless she 
knew something. A chance to get back to my trade at 
last, and here I am sewed up on a lousy contract to 
make two more pictures that I hate, that aren’t worth 
making, that — ” 

“ Why you make these pictures? ” 

“ I’m under contract, I tell you. I’ve got to.” 

“But why?” 

I tried to explain contract to her. It couldn’t be 
done. An Indian has never heard of a contract. They 
didn’t have them under Montezuma, and never both- 
ered with them since. “ The picture company, you 
make money for her, yes? ” 

“ Plenty. I don’t owe her a dime.” 

“ Then it is right, you go? ” 

“ Right? Did they ever give me anything I didn’t 
take off them with a blackjack? Would they even give 
me a cup of coffee if I didn’t pack them in at the box 
office? Would they even respect my trade? This isn’t 
about right. It’s about some ink on a dotted line.” 

“ Then why you stay? Why you no sing at these 
Met? ” 

That was all. If it wasn’t right, then to hell with it. 



179 


A contract was just something that you probably 
couldn’t read anyway. I looked at her, where she was 
lying on the bed with nothing on but a rebozo around 
her middle, and knew I was looking across ten thou- 
sand years, but it popped in my mind that maybe they 
weren’t as dumb ten thousand years ago as I had always 
thought. Well, why not? I thought of Malinche, and 
how she put Cortes on top of the world, and how his 
star went out like a light when he thought he didn’t need 
her any more. . . That’s an idea.” 

“ I think you sing at these Met.” 

“ Not so loud.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ 1 think you’re a pretty bright girl.” 


Next day I hopped over to the Taft Building and saw 
a lawyer. He begged me not to do anything foolish. 
“ In the first place, if you run out on this contract, they 
can make your life so miserable that you hardly dare 
go out of doors without some rat is shoving a summons 
at you with a dollar bill in it, and you’ll have to appear 
in court. Do you know what that means? Do you know 
what those blue summonses did to Jack Dempsey? 
They cost him a title, that’s all. They can sue you. 
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They can sew you up with injunctions. They can just 
make you wish you never evCn heard of the law, or 
anything like it.” 

“ That’s what we got lawyers for, isn’t it? ” 

“ That’s right. You can get a lawyer there in New 
York, and he can handle some of it. And he’U charge 
you plenty. But you can’t hire as many lawyers as 
they’ve got.” 

“ Listen, can they win, that’s all I want to know. 
Can they bring me back? Can they keep me from work- 
ing? ” 

“ Maybe they can’t. Who knows? But — ” 

“ That’s all I want to know. If I’ve got any kind of 
a fighting chance, I’m off.” 

“ Not so fast. Maybe they don’t even try. Maybe 
they think it’s bad policy. But this is the main point: 
You run out on this contract, and your name is mud in 
Hollywood from now on — ” 

“ I don’t care about that.” 

“ Oh yes you do. How do you know how well you do 
in grand opera? ” 

“ I’ve been in it before.” 

“ And out of it before, from all I hear.” 

“ My voice cracked up.” 

“ It may again. This is my point. The way Gold is 
building you up, Hollywood is sure for you, as sure as 
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anything can be, for quite some time to come. It makes 
no difference to him if your voice cracks up. He’ll 
buy a voice. He’ll dub your sound for you — ” 

“ Not for me he won’t.” 

“ Will you for Christ sake stop talking about art? 
I’m talking about money. I’m telling you that if your 
pictures really go, he’ll do anything. He’ll play you 
straight. He’ll fix it up anyway that makes you look 
good. And most of all, he’ll pay you! More than 
any opera company will ever pay you. It’s a backlog 
for you to fall back on, but ~ ” 

“ Yeah, but? ” 

“ Only as long as you play ball. Once you start 
some funny business, not only he, but every other 
picture man in Hollywood turns thumbs down, and 
that’s the end of you, in pictures. There’s no black-list. 
Nobody calls anybody up. They just hear about it, and 
that’s all. I can give you names, if you want them, of 
bright boys like you that thought they could jump' a 
Hollywood contract, and tell you what happened to 
them. These picthre guys hate each other, they cut 
each other’s throats all the time, but when something 
like this happens, they act with a unanimity that’s 
touching. Now, have you seen Gold? ” 

“ I thought I’d see you first.” 

“ That’s all right. Then there’s no harm done. Now 
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before you do anything rash, I want you to see him. 
There may be no trouble at all. He may want you to 
sing at the Met, just for build-up. He may be back of 
it, for ah. you know. Get over and see him, see if you 
can fix it up. After lunch, come back and see me.” 


So I went over and saw Gold. He wanted to talk about 
the four goals he made in the polo game the day before. 
When we did get around to it he shook his head. 
“ Jack, I know what’s good for you, even if you don’t. 
I read the signs all the time, it’s my business to know, 
and they’ll all tell you Rex Gold don’t make many 
mistakes. Jack, grand opera’s through.” 

‘‘ What? ” 

“ It’s through, finished. Sure, I dropped in at the 
Metropolitan when I was east last week, saw Tosca, the 
same opera that we do a piece of in Bunyan, and I’d 
hate to tell you what they soaked me for the rights 
on it, too. And what do I see? Well, boy, I’m telling 
you, we just made a bum out of them. That sequence 
in our picture is so much better than their job, note 
for note, production for production, that comparison 
is just ridiculous. Grand opera is through. Because 
why? Pictures have stepped in and done it so much 
better than they can do it that they can’t get by any 
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more, that’s all. Opera is going the same way the 
theatre is going. Pictures haye just rubbed them out.” 

“ Well — ' before it dies, I’d like to have a final 
season in it. And I don’t think the Metropolitan stamp 
would hurt me any, even in pictures.” 

“ It would ruin you.” 

“ How? ” 

“ I’ve been telling you. Grand opera is through. 
Grand opera pictures are through. The public is sick 
of them. Because why? Because they got no more 
material. They’ve done Puccini over and over again, 
they’ve done La Boheme and Madame Butterfly so 
much we even had to fall back on La Tosca for you in 
Bunyan, and after you’ve done your Puccini, what you 
got left? Nothing. It’s through, washed up. We just 
can’t get the material.” 

“ Well — there are a couple of other composers.” 

“ Yeah, but who wants to listen to them? ” 

“ Almost anybody, except a bunch of Kansas City 
yaps that think Puccini is classical, as they call it.” 

“ Oh, so you don’t like Puccini? ” 

“ Not much.” 

“ Listen, you want to find out who’s the best painter 
in the world, what do you do? You try to buy one of 
his pictures. Then you find out what you got to pay. 
O.K,, you want to find out who’s the best composer in 
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the world, you try to buy some of his music. Do you 
know what they charged me, just for license rights, 
on that scene you did from Tosca? You want to know? 
Wait, I’ll get the canceled vouchers. I’ll show you. 
You wouldn’t believe it.” 

“ Listen, Puccini has been the main asset of that 
publishing house for years, and everybody in grand 
opera knows it, and that’s got nothing to do with how 
good he is. It’s because he came in after we began to 
get copyright laws, and because he was handled from 
the beginning for every dime that could be got out of 
him from guys like you. If you’re just finding that 
out, it may prove you don’t know anything about 
opera, but it doesn’t prove anything about Puccini.” 

“ Why do you suppose guys like me pay for him? ” 

“ Probably because you knew so little abotit opera 
you couldn’t think of anything else. If you had let me 
help on that script, I’d have fixed you up with numbers 
that wouldn’t have cost you a dime.” 

“ A swell time to be saying that.” 

“ To hell with it. You got Tosca, and it’s all right. 
I’m tallcing about a release for the rest of the season to 
go on at the Met.” 

“ And I’m talking about what’s good for one of our 
stars. There’s no use our arguing about composers, 
Jack, Maybe you know what’s pretty hut I know what 
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sells. And I tell you grand opera is tbrough. And I 
tell you that from now on you lay off it. The way I’m 
building you up, we’re going to take that voice of 
yours, and what are we going to do with it? Use it on 
popular stuff. The stuff you sing better than anybody 
in the business. The stuff that people want to hear. 
Lumberjack songs, cowboy songs, mounta,in music, 
jazz — you can’t beat it! It’s what they want! Not 
any of tliis tra-la-la-la-la-la ! Christ, that’s an ear-ache ! 
It’s a back number. Look, Jack: From now on, you for- 
get you ever were in grand opera. You give it to them 
down-to-earth! Right down there where they want it! 
You get me. Jack? You get me? ” 

“ I get you.” 

“ What did Gold say? ” 

‘‘He said no.” 

“ I had an idea that was how he felt. I had him on 
the phone just now, about something else, and I led 
around to you in a way that didn’t tip it you had been 
in, but he was telling the world where he stood. Well, 
I’d play along with him. It’s tough, but you can’t buck 
him.” 

“ If I do, what did you say my name would be? ” 
“Mud. M-U-D, mud” 



“ In Hollywood? ” 

“ Yes, in Hollywood.” 

“ That’s all I want to know. What do I owe you? ” 


When I got home there were four more telegrams, say- 
ing the thing was hot, if I wanted it, and a memo New 
York had been calling. I looked at my watch. Il: was 
three o’clock. I called the airport. They had two seats 
on the four-thirty plane. She came in. “ Well, Juana, 
there they are, read them. The abogado says no, a 
hundred times no. What do I do? ” 

“ You sing Carmen at these Met? •’ 

“ I don’t know. Probably.” 

“ Yes, I like.” 

“ O.K., then. Get packed.” 
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I made my debut in Lucia right after New Year’s, sang 
standard repertoire for a month, began to work in. It 
felt good to be back with the wops. Then I got my real 
chance when they popped me on three days’ notice into 
Don Giovanni. I had a hell of a time getting them to 
let me do the serenade my way, with a real guitar, and 
play it myself, without the orchestra. The score calls 
for a prop mandolin, and that’s the way the music is 
written, but I hate all prop instruments on the stage, 
and hate to play any scene where I have to use one. 
There’s no way you can do it that it doesn’t look 
phoney. I made a gain when I told them that the guitar 
was tradition, that Garcia used to do it that way, but I 
lost all that ground when somebody in the Taste De- 
partment decided that a real guitar would look too 
much like the Roxy, and for a day it was all off again. 
Then I got Wurlitzer’s to help me out. They sent down 
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an instrument that was a beauty. It was dark, dull 
spruce, without any pearl, nickel, or highlights on it 
of any kind, and it had a tone you could eat with a 
spoon. When I sounded off on tliat, that settled it. 

I wanted to put it up a half tone, so I could get it in 
the key of three flats, but I didn’t. It’s in the key of 
two sharps, the worst key there is for a singer, espe- 
cially the high F sharp at the end, that catches a bari- 
tone all wrong, and makes him sound coarse and ropy. 
The F sharp is not in the score, but it’s tradition and you 
have to sing it. God knows why Mozart ever put it in 
that key, unless it’s because two sharps is the best key 
diere is for a mandolin, and he let his singer take the 
rap so he could bring the accompaniment to life. 

But I tuned with the orchestra before the act started, 
and did it strictly in the original key. I made two 
moves while 1 was singing it. Between verses I took 
one step nearer the balcony. At the end, I turned my 
back on the audience, stepped under the balcony and 
played the finish, not to them, but to her. On the F 
sharp, instead of covering up and getting it over quick, 
I did a messa di voce, probably the toughest order a 
singer ever tries to deliver. You start it p, swell to ff, 
puU back to p again, and come off it. My tone wasn’t 
round, but it was pure, and I got away with it all right. 
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They broke into a roar, the bravos yipped out all over 
the house, and that was the beginning of this stuff that 
you read, that I was the greatest since Bispham, the 
peer of Scotti, and all lire rest of it. Well, I was tlie 
peer of Scotti, or hope I was. They’ve forgotten by now 
how bad Scotti really was. He could sing, and he was 
the greatest actor I ever saw, but his voice was just 
merely painful. What they paid no attention to at all, 
mentioned like it was nothing but a little added feature, 
was the guitar. You can talk about your fiddle, your 
piano, and your orchestra, and Fve got nothing to say 
against tliem. But a guitar has moonlight in it. 


Don Giovanni, the Marriage of Figaro, Thai's, Rigo- 
letto. Carmen, and Traviala, going bigger all the time, 
getting toward the middle of February, and still noth- 
ing from Gold. No notification to report, no phone 
calls, nothing. It was Ziskin’s picture I was supposed 
to do next. I saw by the papers he was in town and that 
night saw him in Lindy’s, but I saw him first and we 
ducked out and went somewhere else. He looked just 
as foolish as ever, and I began to teU myself he still 
didn’t have his script ready, and I might win by de- 
fault. 
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The Hudson-to-Horn hook-up was something the radio 
people had been working on for a year, and God knows 
how many ministers, ambassadors, and contact men 
had to give them a hand, because most of those stations 
south of the Rio Grande are government-owned, and so 
are the Canadian. Then after they put it over, they had 
a hard job selling the time, because they were asking 
plenty for it, and every country had to get its cut. Fi- 
nally they peddled it to Panamier. The car was being 
put out mainly for export, and the hook-up gave it- what 
it needed. The next thing was: Wlio were tliey going 
to feature on the hour, now they had sold it? They 
had eight names on their list, the biggest in the busi- 
ness, starting with Grace Moore and ending with me. 
I moved up a couple of notches when I told them I could 
do spig songs in Spanish. I couldn’t, but I figured I 
was in bed with the I'ight person to learn. Then Paul 
Banyan opened, and I went up to the top. I can’t tell 
you what the picture had. Understand, for my money 
no picture is any good, really any good, but this one 
was gay and made you feel you wanted to see it over 
again. The story didn’t make any sense at all, hut 
maybe it was because it was so cock-eyed you got to 
laughing. One place in there they cut in the Macy 
parade, the one they hold about a month before Christ- 
mas, with a lot of balloons coming down Broadway in 
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the shape of animals. One of the balloons Ivas a cow, 
and when they cut them loose, with prizes offered to 
whoever finds them, this one floats clear out over Sas” 
katchewan and comes down on the trees near the lum- 
ber camp. Then the lumberjack that I was sujjposed to 
be, the one that has told them all he’s really Paul 
Bunyan, says it’s Babe, the Big Blue Ox that’s come 
down from heaven to pay him a Christmas visit. Then 
he climbs up in a tree and sings to it, and the lumber- 
jacks sing to it, and believe it or not, it did tilings to you. 
Then when the sun comes up and they see what gender 
Babe really is, they go up the tree after the guy to lynch 
him, but somebody accidentally touches a cigar to the 
cow and she blows up with such a roar that all the trees 
they were supposed to cut down are lying flat on the 
ground, and they decide it was Mrs. Babe. 


That clinched me for the broadcast, and they ate it up 
when I told them how to put the show together so it 
would sell cars, “ We open up with the biggest, loud- 
est, five-tone, multiple-action horn you can find, and 
if you think that’s not important, I tell you I’ve been 
down there, and I know what you’ve got to give them to 
sell cars. You’ve got to have a horn; first, last, and all 
the time you’ve got to have a horn. I take pitch from 
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that and go into the Golondrina, for the spig trade, 
blended in with My Pal Babe, for the Canadian trade, 
ni write that little medley myself, and that’s our signa- 
ture. Then we repeat it, you put your announcer in, 
and after he stops we go right on. We do light Mexi- 
can numbers, then we’ll turn right around and do some 
little French-Canadian numbers, then one light Ameri- 
can number, when it’s time for the announcer again. 
Then we do a. grand opera number and so on for as 
much time as we’ve got, and any comedy you want to 
put in, that’s O.K., too, but watch they can understand 
it. On your car, plug tlie horn, the lock on the gas tank, 
the paint job, the speed and the low gas consumption. 
That’s all. Leave out about the brakes, the knee-action, 
and all that. They never heard of it, and you’i'e just 
wasting your time. Better let me write those plugs, and 
you let your announcers translate them. And first, last, 
and again: Sound that horn.” 

They stuck together a program the way I said, and 
we made a record of it one morning with the studio 
orchestra, then went in an audition room and ran it off. 
It sounded lilce something. The advertising man liked 
it, and the Panaraier man was tickled to death with it. 
“ It’s got speed to it, you know what I mean? ‘ Gang- 
way for the Panamier Eight, she’s coming down the 
road! ’ — that’s what it says. And that theme song is 
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a honey. Catches them north, south, and in the middle. 
Boys, we got something now. That’s set. No more if, 
as, and but about it.” I began to feel good. Why did I 
want that broadcast? Because it would pay me four 
thousand a week. Because they treated me good. Be- 
cause I had had that flop, and I could get hack at 
Mexico. Because it made me laugh. Because I could 
say hello to Captain Conners, wherever he was out 
there, listening to it. In other words, for no reason. I 
just wanted it. 


That was aroimd the first of March, and they would go 
on the air in three weeks, as soon as they could place 
ads in the newspapers all up and down the line, and 
get more cars freighted out, to make deliveries. By 
that time I had kidded myself that Ziskin would never 
have his script ready, and that I could forget about 
Hollywood the rest of my life. I woke up after I left 
them that day, and walked down to the opera house for 
the matinee Lucia. A messenger was there, with a reg- 
istered letter from Gold, telling me to report March 10. 
I was a little off that day, and missed a cue. 


What I did about it was nothing at all, except get the 
address of a lawyer in Radio City that made a spe- 
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cialty of big theatrical cases. Three days later I got 
a wire from the Screen Actors’ Guild, telling me that 
as I had made no acknowledgment of Gold’s notifica- 
tion to report, the case had been r'eferred to them, tliat 
I was bound by a valid contract, and that unless I look 
steps to comply with it at once, they would be com- 
pelled to act under their by-laws, and their agreement 
with the producers. I paid no attention to that either. 


Next morning while I was having a piano run-through 
of the Traviata duet with a new soprano they were 
bringing out, a secretary came up to the rehearsal room 
and told me to please go at once to a suite in the Em- 
pire State Building, tliat it was important. I asked the 
soprano if she minded doing the rest of it after lunch. 
When I got up to the Empire State Building, I was 
brought into a big office paneled in redwood, and 
marked “ Mr. Luther, private.” Mr. Luther was an 
old man with a grhy cutaway suit, a cheek as pink as a 
young girl’s, and an eye like blue agate. He got up, 
shook hands, told me how much he had enjoyed my 
singing, said my Marcello reminded him of Sam- 
marco, and then got down to business. “ Mr. Sharp, 
we have a communication here from a certain Mr. 
Gold, Rex Gold, informing us that he has a contract 
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with you, and that any further employment of you on 
our part, after March 10, will be followed by legal ac- 
tion on his part. I don’t know what legal action he has 
in mind, but I thought it would be well if you came in 
and, if you can, informed me what he means, if you 
know.” 

“ You’re the attorney for the opera house? ” 

“ Not regularly, of course. But sometimes when 
somebody is in Europe, tliey refer things toJUe.” 

“ Well — I have a contract with Gold.” 

“ For motion pictures, I judge? ” 

“ Yes.” 

I told him about it, and made it pretty plain I was 
through with pictures, contract or no contract. He lis- 
tened and smiled, and seemed to get it all, why I wanted 
to sing in opera and all the rest of it. “Yes, I can 
understand that. I understand it very well. And of 
course, considering the success we’re havhig with you 
here, I should certainly hesitate to take any step, or 
give any advice, that would lose you to us at the height 
of the season. Of course, a telegram unsupported hy 
any other documents is hardly ground for us to make 
a decision, and in fact we are not boimd to take cog- 
nizance of contracts made by our singers until a court 
passes on them, or in some way compels us to. Just 
the same — ” 
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Yes? ” 

“ Have you had any communication from Mr. Gold, 
aside from his letter of notification? ” 

“ Nothing at all. I did have a wire from the Screen 
Actors’ Guild. But that’s all,” 

“ The — ■ what was diat again? ” 

I had the wire in my pocket, and showed it to him. 
He got up and began to walk around the office. “ Ah - — 
you’re a member of this Guild? ” 

“ Well — everybody is that works in pictures.” 

“ It’s an affiliate of Equity, isn’t it? ” 

“ I’m not sure. I think so.” 

“. . . I don’t know what their procedure is. It’s 
recently organized, and I haven’t heard much about it. 
But I confess, Mr. Sharp, this makes things very awk- 
ward. Contracts, court cases • — these things I don’t 
mind. After all, that’s what I’m here for, isn’t it? But 
I should he very loath to give any advice that would get 
the company into any mess with the Federation of 
Musicians. You realize what’s involved here, don’t 
you? ” 

“ No, I don’t.” 

“ As I say, I don’t know the procedure of your 
Screen Actors’ Guild, but if they took the matter up 
with the musicians, and we had some kind of mess on 
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our hands, over your singing here until you had ad- 
judicated your- troiihles with your own union — Mr. 
Sharp, I simply have a horror of it. The musicians are 
one of the most intelligent, co-operative, and sensible 
unions we have, and yet, any dispute, coming at the 
height of the season — ! ” 

“ Meaning what? ” 

“ I don’t know. I want to think about it.” 


I went out, had a sandwich and some coffee, and went 
back to the rehearsal hall. We just about got started, 
when the same secretary came up and said the radio 
people wanted me to come up right away, that it was 
terribly important, and would I please make it as soon 
as I could. The soprano went into an act that blistered 
the varnish off the piano. At plain and fancy cussing, 
the coloraturas, I think, are the best in the business. 
I got out on the street, tried to figure out which 
was uptown and which down. I thought about Jack 
Dempsey. 


They were all up there, the advertising man, the Pana- 
taierman, the broadcasting men, all of them, and there 
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was hell to pay. They had had a wire from Gold, for- 
bidding them to use My Pal Babe, or any part of it, 
else be sued up to the hilt, and warning them not to 
use me. The Panamier man raved like an animal. I 
listened and began to get sore. “ What the hell is he 
talking about? You can use that song. I don’t know 
much about law, hut I know that much — ” 

“ We can’t use it! We can’t use a note of it! It’s 
his ! And those ads have gone out to two hundred key 
newspapers. We got to kill them by wire, we got to 
get up a whole new program — Christ, why didn’t you 
tell us about this thing? Why did you let us start all 
this knowing you had that contract? ” 

“ Will you just hold your horses till tonight? ” 

“ For what? Will you tell me that, for what? ” 

“ Till I can see a latter? ” 

“ Don’t you suppose I’ve seen a lawyer? Don’t you 
suppose I’ve had Gold on the phone three times today 
while I was trying to find where the hell you were? 
And I’ve advertised it! I’ve advertised the goddam 
theme song! Golondrina, My Babe — don’t that 
sound sick ! And I’ve advertised you — John. Howard 
Sharp, El Panamier Trovador ■ — don’t that sound 
sicker ! Get out, for Christ sake — ” 

“ Will you wait? Just till tonight? ” 

“ Yeah, I’ll wait. Why not? ” 
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'fhe lawyer was five floors down in the same building. 
He didn’t have redwood paneling in his office. It was 
just an office, and he was a brisk little guy named 
Sholto. I laid it out for him. He leaned back, took 
a couple of calls, and started to talk. “ Sharp, you 
haven’t got a leg to stand on. You made a contract, a 
contract that any jury would regard as perfectly fair, 
and the only thing you can, do is go through with it. It 
may reflect credit on your sesthetic conscience that you 
prefer opera to pictures, but it doesn’t reflect any 
credit on your moral conscience that you jump a con- 
tract just because you want to. As well as I can make 
out, this picture company took you when you were a 
bum, put you on your feet, and now you want to hand 
them a cross. I don’t say you couldn’t lick them in 
court. Nobody can say what a jury is going to do. But 
you’ll be a bum before you ever get to court. Show 
business is all one gigantic hook-up, Gold knows it 
frontwards, backwards, crosswise, and on the bias, and 
you havfen’t got a chance. You’re sewed. You’ve got 
to go hack and make that picture.” 

“ Just give up everything, now it’s breaking for me, 
go hack and make a picture just because that cluck has 
an idea that opera is through? ” 

“ What the hell are you trying to teU me? One more 
picture like this Bunyan and you can walk into any 
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opera house in the world, and the place is yours. 
You’re being built into a gallery draw that not one 
singer in a million can bring into the theatre with him. 
Haven’t you got any brains? These musicals are quota 
pictures. They go all over the world. They make you 
famous from Peru to China and from Norway to Cape- 
town, and from Panama to Suez and back again. Don’t 
you suppose opera houses know that? Don’t you think 
the Metropolitan knows it? Do you suppose all this 
commotion you’ve caused is just a tribute to your A flat 
in Pagliacci? It is like hell.” 

“ I haven’t sung Pagliacci.” 

“ All right then, Trovatore.” 

“ And that’s all you’ve got to tell me? ” 

“ Isn’t it enough? ” 


I felt so sick I didn’t even bother to go up to the broad- 
casting offices again. I went down, caught a cab, and 
went home. It was starting to snow. We had sublet a 
furnished apartmeAt in a big apartment house on East 
Twenty-second Street, near Gramercy Park. She had 
liked it because there were Indian rugs around that 
looked a little like Mexico, and we had been happier 
there, for six weeks, than I had ever been in my life. 
She was in bed with a cold. She never could get it 



through her head what New York weather was like. I 
sat down and broke the news. “ Well, it’s all off. We 
go back to Hollywood.” 

“ No, please. I like New York.” 

“ Money, Juana. And everything. Back we go.” 

“ But why? We have much money.” 

“ And no place to sing. By tomorrow not even a 
night club will hire me. Unions. Injunctions. Con- 
tracts.” 

“ No, we stay in New York. You take guitar, be a 
mariachi, just you, Hoaney. You sing for me.” 

“ We got to go back.” 

I sat beside her, and she kept running her fingers 
tlirough my hair. We didn’t say an5^thing for a long 
time. The phone rang. She motioned to let it alone. 
If I hadn’t picked it up, our whole life would have been 
different. 
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Winston Hawes, the papers said, was one of the out- 
standing musicians of his time, the conductor that 
could really read a score, the man that had done more 
for modern music than anybody since Muck. He was 
all of that, but don’t get the idea he was ever one of the 
boys. There was something wrong about the way he 
thought about music, something imhealthy, like the 
crowds you always saw at his concerts, and what it 
Was I can only half tell you. In the first place I don’t 
know enough about the kind of people he came from, 
and in the second place I don’t know enough about 
music. He was rich, and there’s something about rich 
people that’s different from the rest of us. They come 
into die world with an inflated idea of their relation to 
it, and everything they find in it. I got a little flash into 
that side of him once, in Paris, when I strolled into an 
art store to look at some pictures that caught my eye. 



A guy came in, an American, and began a palaver 
about prices. And the way that guy talked gave me 
a whole new slant at his kind. He didn’t care about 
art, the way you do or I do, as something to look at 
and feel. He wanted to omi it. Winston was that way 
about music. He made a whore out of it. H ou went to 
his concerts, but you didn’t sit out there at his re- 
hearsals, and see him hold men for an hour overtime, 
at full pay, just because there was some French horn 
passage that he liked, and wanted it played over and 
over again — not to rehearse it, but because of what 
it did to him. And you didn’t walk out with him after- 
wards, and see him all atremble, and hear him tell 
how he felt after playing it. He was like some woman 
that goes to concerts because they give her the right 
vibrations, or make her feel better, or have some other 
effect on her nitwit insides. All right, you may think 
it’s cock-eyed to compare him with somebody like that, 
but I’m telling you that in spite of all bis technical 
skill, he was a hell of a sight nearer to that fat poop 
than he ever was to Muck. That woman was in him, 
poodle dog, diamonds, limousine, conceit, cruelty and 
aU,, and don’t let his public reputation fool you. She 
has a public reputation too, if she hands out enough 
money. The day the story broke, they compared him 
with Stanford White, hut I’m telling you that to put 
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Winston Hawes in the same class with Stanford White 
was a desecration. 


You can’t own music, the way you can own a picture, 
but you can own a big hunlc of it. You can own a com- 
poser, that you put on a subsidy while he’s writing 
a piece for you. You can own an audience that has to 
come to you to hear that piece if it’s going to hear it at 
all. You can own the orchestra, that plays it, and you 
can own the singer that sings it. I first met him in 
Paris. I hadn’t known him in Chicago. He came from 
a packing family so rich I never even got within a mile 
of where they lived. And I didn’t look him up, even 
in Paris. He showed up at my apartment one day, 
sat down at the piano, played off a couple of songs 
that were there, and said they were lousy, which they 
were. Then he got up and asked me how I’d like to 
sing with his band. I was jsi'etty excited. He had 
started his Petite Orchestra about a year before, and 
I had gone to plenty of the concerts, and don’t you 
think they weren’t good. He started with thirty men, 
but by now he was up to forty. He raided everywhere, 
from the opera orchestras, from the chamber music 
outfits, and he took anybody he wanted, because he 
paid about twice what any other band paid. He footed 



206 

the deficit himself, and he didn’t have a man that 
couldn’t have played quartets with Heifetz. "What 
they could do to music, especially modern music, was 
just make it sound about twice as good as even the 
composer thought it was. He had some stuff with him 
he wanted me to do, all of it in manuscript. Part of it 
was old Italian songs he had dug up, where I would 
have to do baritone coloratura that had been out of 
date for a hundred years, and how he knew I could do 
it I don’t know. Part of it was a suite by his first viola, 
that had never been performed yet. It was tough stuff, 
music that wouldn’t come to life at all without the most 
exact tone shading. But he gave me six rehearsals — 
count them, six, something you couldn’t believe. Cost 
didn’t mean anything to him. When we went on with 
it I was with those woodwinds like I was one of the 
bassoons, and the response was terrific. I took out 
Picquot, the viola, before I took a call myself, and the 
whole thing was like something you read about. 

That part of it, I wouldn’t be telling the truth if I 
didn’t admit it was an adventure in music I’ll never 
forget. I sang for him four times, and each time it was 
something new, something fresh, and a performance 
better than you even knew you could give. He had a 
live stick all right. From some of them yon get a heat 
as dead as an undertaker’s handshake, but not from 
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him. He threw it on you like a hypnotist, and you be- 
gan to roll it out, and yet it was all under perfect con- 
trol. That’s the word to remember, perfect. Perfection 
is something no singer ever got yet, hut under him you 
came as near to it as you’re ever going to get. 


That was the beginning of it, and it was quite a while 
before it dawned on me what he really wanted. As to 
what he wanted, and what he got, you’ll find out soon 
enough, and Fm not going to tell any more than I have 
to. But Fd like to make this much clear now: that 
wasn’t what I wanted. Wliat I meant to him and what 
he meant to me were two different things, hut once 
again, I wouldn’t be telling the truth if I didn’t admit 
that what he meant to me was plenty. He took to drop- 
ping into my dressing room at the Comique while I 
was washing up, and he’d tell me some little thing I 
had done, something he had liked, or sometimes, some- 
thing he hadn’t liked. If he had been giving a concert, 
maybe he had heard only part of the last act, but there 
would always be something. You think that didn’t 
mean anything to me? Singing is a funny job. You 
go out there and take those calls, and it’s so exciting 
that when you get back to your dressing room you want 
to sing, to cut it loose till the windows rattle, just to let 





off the steam that excitement makes. You go hack 
there and you’ll hear them, especially the tenors, so 
you’d think tliey had gone crazy. But that excitement 
is all from out front, from a mob you only half see and 
never know, ,and you get so you’d give anything for 
somebody, for just one guy, that knew what you were 
trying to do, that spotted your idea without your telling 
him, that could appreciate you with his head and not 
with the palms of his hands. And mind you, it couldn’t 
be just anybody. It has to he somebody you respect, 
somebody that knows. 

I began to wait for that visit. Then pretty soon I was 
singing to him and to nobody else. We’d walk out, 
go to a cafe while I ate, then drop over to his apartment 
off the Place Vendome, and have a post-mortem on my 
performance. Then, little by little, he began making 
suggestions. Then I began dropping in on him in the 
morning, and he’d take me through some tilings I had 
been doing wrong. He was the best coach in the world, 
bar none. Then he began to take my acting apart, and 
put it together again. It was he that cured me of all 
those operatic gestures I got in Italy. He showed me 
that good operatic acting consists in as few motions 
as possible, every one of them calculated for an effect, 
and every one made to count. He told me about Scotti, 
and how he used to sing the Pagliacci Prologue before 
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he got so bad they couldn’t use him in Pagliacci. He 
made one gesture. At the end of the andante, he held 
out his hand, and then turned it over, palm up. That 
was all. It said it. He made me learn a whole new 
set of gestures, done naturally, and he made me prac- 
tice for hours singing sotto voce without using any ges- 
tures at all. That’s a tough order, just to stand up 
there, on a cold stage, and shoot it. But I got so I could 
do it. And I got so I could take my time, give it to 
them when I was ready, not before. I began to do better 
in comedy roles, like Sharpless and Marcello. Taking 
out all that gingerbread, I could watch timing, and get 
laughs I never got before. I got so I was with him 
morning, noon and night, and depended on him like a 
hophead depends on dope. 


Then came my crack-up, and when my money was all 
gone I had to leave Paris. He stormed about that, 
wanted to support me, showed me his hooks to prove 
that an allowance for me wouldn’t even make a dent in 
his urcome. But it was that storming that showed me 
where things had got Between him and me, and that 
I had to break away from him. I went to New York. I 
tried to find something to do, hut there was nothing I 
could do except sing, and I couldn’t sing. That was 



when this agent kidded me that no matter what shape 
I was in I was good enough for Mexico, and I went 
down there. 


I had read in some paper that he had disbanded his 
orchestra in Paris, but I didn’t know he was starting 
his Little Orchestra in New York until I got there. It 
made me nervous. I dropped in, alone, at his first con- 
cert, just so I could say I had, in case I ran into him 
somewhere. It was the same mob he had had in Paris, 
clothes more expensive than you would see even at a 
Hollywood opening, gray-haired women with straight 
haircuts and men’s dinner jackets, yoimg girls looking 
each other straight in the eye and not caring what you 
thought, boys following men around, loud, feverish 
talk out in the foyer, everybody coming out in the 
open with something they wouldn’t dare show any- 
where else. His first number was sometliing for 
strings by Lalo I had heard him play before, and I 
left right after it. Next day, when I saw the review in 
the paper I turned the page quick. I didn’t want to 
read it. I had a note from him after Don Giovanni, 
and shot it right back, with one word written on it, 
“ Thanks,” with my initials- I didn’t want to wi’ite on 
my ovm stationery, or he’d know where I was living. I 



felt funny about asking for opera house stationery. 
I was afraid not to answer, for fear he’d be around to 
know why. 


So tlaat’s how things stood when I was sitting beside 
Juana and the phone rang. She motioned to let it ring, 
and I did for a while, hut I still hadn’t called Pana- 
mier, and I knew I had them to talk to, even if I had 
nothing to say. I answered. But it wasn’t Panamier. 
It was Winston. “ Jack! You old scalawag! Where 
have you been hiding? ” 

“ Why — I’ve been busy.” 

“ So have I, so busy I’m ashamed of it. I hate to be 
busy. I like time for my friends. But at the moment 
I’m free as a bird, I’ve got a fine fire burning, and you 
can hop in a cab, wherever you are — all I’ve got is 
your phone number, and I had a frightful time even 
getting that — and come up here. I just can’t wait to 
see you.” 

“ Well — that sounds swell, but I’ve got to go back 
to Hollywood, right away, probably tomorrow, and 
that means I’ll be tied up every minute, trying to get 
out of town- I don’t see how I could fit it in.” 

“ What did you say? Hollywood! ” 

“ Yeah, Hollywood.” 



“ Jack, you’re kidding.” 

“No, I’m a picture star now.” 

“ I know you are. I saw your pictures, both of them. 
But you can’t go back to Hollywood now. Why, you’re 
singing for me, one month from today. I’ve arranged 
your whole program. It’s out of the question.” 

“ No, I’ll have to go.” 

“ Jack, you don’t sound like yourself. Don’t tell me 
you’ve got so big you can’t spare one night for a poor 
dilettante and his band — ” 

“ For Christ sake, don’t he siUy.” 

“ Tliat sounds more like you. Now what is it? ” 

“ Nothing hut what I’ve told you. I’ve got to go back 
there. I don’t want to. I hale to. I’ve tried to get out 
of it every way 1 knew, hut Fm sewed and I’ve got no 
choice.” 

“ That sounds still more like you. In other words, 
you’re in trouble.” 

“ That’s it.” 

“ Into the cab and up here. Tell it to Papa.” 

“ No, I’m sorry. I can’t. . . . Wait a minute.” 

She was grabbing for the receiver, I put my hand 
over it. “ Yes, you go.” 

“ I don’t want to go.” 

“You go.” 

“ He^ just a guy — I don’t want to see.” 



“ You go, you feel better. Juana’s nose, very 
snoddy.” 

“ I’ll wipe it, then it won’t be snoddy.” 

“ Hoaney, you go. Many people call today, all day 
long. You no liere, you no have to talk, no feel bad. 
Now, you go. I say you gone out, I don’t know where. 
You go, then tonight we talk, you and I. We figure 
out.” 

. . All right, where are you? I’ll be up.” 


He was at a hotel off Central Park, on the twenty- 
second floor of the tower. The desk told me to go up. 
I did, found his suite, rang the bell and got no answer. 
The door was open and I walked in. There was a big 
living room, with windows on two sides, so you could 
see all' the way downtown and out over the East River, 
a grand piano at one end, a big phonograph across 
from that, scores stacked everywhere, and a big fire 
burning under a mantelpiece. I opened the door that 
led into the rest of the suite and called, but there wasn’t 
any answer. And then in a second there he was, bounc- 
ing in from the hall, in the rough coat, flannel shirt, 
and battered trousers that he always wore. If you had 
met him in Central Pai'k you would have given him a 
dime. “ Jack! How are you! I went down to meet 



you, and they told me you had just gone up! Give me 
that coat! Give me a smile, for God’s sake! That 
Mexican simburn makes you look like Othello ! ” 

“ Oh, you knew I was in Mexico ? ” 

“ Know it! I went down there to bring you back, 
but you had gone. What’s the idea, hiding out on 
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me; 

“ Oh, I’ve been woi'king.” 

One minute later I was in a big chair in front of 
the fire, with a bottle of the white port I had always 
liked beside me, a little pile of buttered English bis- 
cuits beside that, he was across from me with those 
long legs of his hooked over the chandelier or some 
place, ahd we were off. Or anyhow, he was. He al- 
ways began in the middle, and he raced along about 
Don Giovanni, about an appoggiatura I was leaving 
out in Lucia, about the reason the old scores aren’t sung 
the way they’re written, about a new flutist he had 
pulled in from Detroit, about my cape routine in Car- 
men, all jumbled up together. But not for long. He 
got to the point pretty quick. “ What’s this about 
Hollywood? ” 

“ Just what I told you. I’m sewed on a goddam 
contract and I’ve got to go.” 

I told him about it. I had told so many people about 
it hy then I knew it by heart, and could get it over quick. 
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“ Then this man — Gold, did you say his name was? 
— is the key to the whole thing? ” 

“ He’s the one.” 

“ All right then. Y on just sit here a while.” 

“ No, if you’re doing something I’ll go! ” 

“ I said sit there. Papa’s going to get busy.” 

“At what? ” 

“There’s yoiu port, there’s your biscuits, there’s 
the fire, there’s the most beautiful snow I’ve seen this 
year, and I’ve got the six big Rossini overtures on the 
machine — Semiramide, Tancred, the Barber, Tell, 
the Ladra, and the Italians, just in from London, 
beautifully played — and by the time they’re finished 
ni be back.” 

“ I asked you, where are you going? ” 

“ Goddam it, do you have to bust up my act? I’m 
being Papa. I’m going into action. And when Papa 
goes into action, it’s the British Fleet. Sip your port. 
Listen to Rossini. Think of the boys that were gelded 
to sing the old bastard’s masses. Be the Pope. I’m 
going to be Admiral Dewey.” 

“ Beatty.” 

“ No, I’m Gridley. I’m ready to fire.” i 

Fie switched on the Rossini, poured the wine, and 
went. I tried to listen, and couldn’t. I got up and 
switched it off. It was the first time I ever walked out 
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on Rossini. I went over to the windows and watched 
the snow. Something told me to get out of there, to go 
back to Hollywood, to do anjnhing except get mixed 
up with him again. It wasn’t over twenty minutes be- 
fore he was back. I heard him coming, and ducked 
back to the chair. I didn’t want him to see me worry- 
ing. “. . . I was astonished that you missed that 
grace note in Lucia. Didn’t you feel it thei'e? Didn’t 
you know it had to be there? ” 

“ To hell with Lucia. What news? ” 

“ Oh. I had forgotten all about it. Why, you stay, 
of course. You go on with the opera, you do this 
foolish broadcast you’ve let yourself in for, you sing 
for me, you make your picture in the summer. That’s 
all. It’s all fixed up. Once more, Jack, on all tliose 
old recitatives — ” 

“ Listen, this is business. I want to know — ” 

“ Jack, you are so crass. Can’t I wave my wand? 
Can’t I do my bit of magic? If you have to know, I 
happen to control a hank, or my somewhat boorish 
family happen to control it. They embarrass me 
greatly, but sometimes they have a kind of low, swinish 
usefulness. And the bank controls, through certain 
stocks impounded to secure moneys, credit, and so on 
- — oh, the hell with it.” 

“ Go on. The bank controls what? ” 



me 

“ Tte picture company, dolt.” 

“ And? ” 

“ Listen, I’m talking about Donizetti.” 

“ And Fm talking about a son-of-a-bitch by the name 
of Rex Gold. What did you do? ” 

“ I talked with him.” 

“ And what did he say? ” 

“ Why — I don’t know. Nothing. I didn’t wait to 
hear what he had to say. I told him what he was to do, 
that’s all.” 

“ Wliere’s your phone? ” 

“ Phone? What are you phoning about? ” 

“ Fve got to call the broadcasting company.” 

“ Will you sit down and listen to what Fm trying to 
tell you about appoggiaturas, so you won’t embarrass 
me every time you sing something written before 
1905 ? V arlets in the bank are calling the broadcasting 
company. That’s what we have them for. They’re 
working overtime, calling other varlets in Radio City 
and making them work overtime, which I greatly 
enjoy, while you and I take our sinful ease here and 
watch the snow at twilight, and discuss the grace notes 
of Donizetti, which will be sung long after the picture 
company, the bank, and the varlets are dead in their 
graves and forgotten. Are you following me? ” 
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His harangue on the appoggiaturas lasted fifteen 
minutes. It was something I was always forgetting 
about him, his connection with money. His family 
consisted of an old maid sister, a brother that was a 
colonel in the Illinois National Guard, anodier brother 
that lived in Italy, and some nephews and nieces, and 
they had about as much to do with that fortune as so *■ 
many stuffed dummies. He ran it, he controlled the 
bank, he did plenty of other things that he pretended 
he was too artistic even to bother with. All of a sudden 
something shot through my mind. “ Winston, I’ve 
been framed.” 

“ Framed? What are you talking about? By 
whom? ” 

“ By you.” 

“ Jack, I give you my word, the way you sang 
that — ” 

“ Cut out this goddam foolish act about Lucia, will 
you? Sure I sang it wrong. I learned that role before 
I knew anj^hing about style, and I hadn’t sung it for 
five years until I went on with it last month, and I neg- 
lected to re-learn it, and that’s all that amounts to, and 
to heU with it. I’m talking about this other. You knew 
all about it when you called me.” 

“. . . Why, of course I did.” 
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“ And I think you put me in that spot.” 

“I — ? Don’t be a fool.” 

“ It always struck me pretty funny, that guy Gold's 
ideas about grand opera, and me, and all the rest of it. 
Anybody else would want me in grand opera, to build 
me up. Wliat do you know about that? ” 

“ Jack, that’s Mexican melodrama.” 

“ What about this trip of yours? To Mexico? ” 

“ I went there. A frightful place.” 

“ For me? ” 

“ Of course.” 

“Why? ” 

“To take you by the scruff of your thick neck and 
drag you out of there. I — ran into a ’cellist that had 
seen you. I heard you were looking seedy. I don’t like 
you seedy. Shaggy, but not with spots on your coat.” 

“ What about Gold? ” 

“. . . I ^ut Gold in charge of that picture company 
because he was the worst ass I had ever met, and I 
thought he was the perfect man to make pictures. I 
was right. He’s turned the whole investment into a 
fgold mine. Soon I can have seventy-five men, and 
‘ Little Orchestra ’ will be one of those affectations I 
so greatly enjoy. Jack, do you have to expose all my 
little shams? You know them all. Can’t we just not 
look at them? After all, they’re nice shams.” 
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“ I want to know more about Gold.” 

He came over and sat on the arm of my chair. 
“ Jack, why should I frame you? ” 

I couldn’t answer him, and I couldn’t look at him. 

“ Yes, I knew all about it. I didn’t tell Gold to be 
an ass, if that’s what you mean. I didn’t have to. I 
knew about it, and I acted out one of my little shams. 
Can’t I want my Jack to be happy? Wipe that sulky 
look off your face. Wasn’t it good magic? Didn’t 
Gridley level tire fort? ” 

. . Yes.” 

I got home around eight o’clock. I rushed in with a 
grin on my face, said it was all right, that Gold had 
changed his mind, tliat we were going to stay, and let’s 
go out and celebrate. She got up, wiped her snoddy 
nose, dressed, and we went out, to a hot-spot uptown. 
It was murder to drag her out, on a night lOce that, the 
way she felt, hut I was afraid if I didn’t gel to some 
place where there was music, and I could get some 
liquor in me, she’d see I was putting on an act, that I 
was as jittery inside as a man with a hangover. 


I didn’t see him for a week or ten days, and the first 
broadcast made me feel good. I said hello to Captain 



Conners, and there was a federal kick-back the next 
morning. Messages to private persons are strictly for- 
bidden. I just laughed, and thought of Thomas. There 
was a federal kick-hack on that “ Good night, Mother,” 
too, and they told him he couldn’t do it. He just went 
ahead and did it. That afternoon there came a radio- 
gram from the SS. Port of Cobh: TWAS A SOAP 
AGENTS PROGRAM BUT I EN.TOYED IT HELLO 
YOURSELF AND HELLO TO THE LITTLE ONE 
CONNERS. So of course I had to come running home 
with that. 


I made some records, went on three times a week at 
the opera, did another broadcast, and woke up to find 
I was a household institution, name, face, voice and all, 
from Hudson Bay to Cape Horn and hack again. The 
spig papers, the Canadian papers, the Alaskan papers, 
and all the other papers began coming in by that lime, 
and I was plastered all over them, with reviews of the 
broadcast, pictures of the car, and pictures of me. The 
plugs I wrote for the car worked, the horn worked, and 
all of it worked, so they had lo put more ships under 
charter to make deliveries. Then I had to get Winston’s 
program ready, and began seeing him every day. 

I didn’t have to see him every day to get the program 
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Tip. But he dropped into my dressing room one night, 
the way he had done before, and it was just luck that it 
was raining, and she still had a hangover from the 
cold, and had decided to stay home. She was generally 
out there when I sang, and always came backstage to 
pick me up. There was a big mob of autograph hunt- 
ers back there, and instead of locking them out while 
f dressed, the way I generally did, I let them in, and 
signed everything they shoved at me, and listened to 
wminen tell me how they had come all the way from 
Aurora to hear me, and let him wait. "When we 
walked out I apologized for it and said there was noth- 
ing I could do. “ Don’t ever come around again. This 
isn’t Paris. Let me drop up to your hotel the morning 
after, and we’ll have the post-mortem then.” 

“ I’d love it ! It’s a standing date.” 

From die quick way he said it, and the fact that he 
had never once asked me where I was living, or made ' 
any move to come and see me, it came to me that he 
knew all about Juana, just like he had known all about 
Gold. Then I began to have this nervous feeling, that 
never left me, wondering what he was going to pull 
next. 

What I was going to do with her the night of his con- 
cert I didn’t know. She had got so she could read the 



papers now, and had spotted the announcement, and 
asked me about it. I acted like it was just another job 
of singing, and she didn’t pay much attention to it. Her 
cold was all right now, and there wasn’t a chance she 
would stay home on that account. I thought of telling 
her it was a private concert, and that I couldn’t get her 
in, but I knew that wouldn’t work. Going up in the cab, 
I told her that as I wouldn’t have to dreSs afterwards, 
it would be belter if she didn’t come backstage. We’d 
meet in the Russian place next door. Then I could 
duck out quick and we’d miss the mob of handshakers. 
I showed it to her and she said all right, then she went 
in the front way and I ducked up the alley. 


When I got backstage I almost fainted when I found 
out what he was up to. I was singing two numbers, one 
the aria from the Siege of Corinth for the first part of 
the program, the other Walter Damrosch’s Mandalay, 
for the second part. I had squawked on that Manda- 
lay, because I thought it was all wrong for a symphony 
concert. But when he made me read it over I had to 
admit it was in a different class from the Speaks Man- 
dalay, or the Prince Mandalay, or any of the other 
barroom Mandalays. It’s a little tone poem all by 
itself, a piece of real music, with all tlie verses in it 



except the bad one, about the housemaids, and each 
verse a little different from the others. One reason it’s 
never done is that it takes a whole male chorus, but of 
course cost never bothered him any. He got a chorus 
together, and rehearsed them until they spit blood, 
getting a Volga-Boat-Song-dying-away effect he 
wanted at the end, and by the time I had gone over 
it with them two or three times, we had a real number 
out of it. 

But ■what he was getting ready to do was have them 
march on in a body, before I came on, and I had to 
throw a fit of temperament to stop it. I raved and 
cursed, said it would kill ray entrance, and refused to 
go on if he did it that way. I said they had to drift in 
with the orchestra after the intermission, and take 
their places without any march-on. But I wasn’t think- 
ing about my entrance. Wliat I was afraid of was that 
those twenty-four chorus men, marching on at a Win- 
ston Hawes concert, would be such a murderous laugh 
that it would tip her off to what the whole thing was 
about. 


I peeped out before we started, and spotted her. She 
was sitting between an old couple, on one side, and one 
of the critics, alone, on the other, so it didn’t look like 



she would hear anything. In the intermission I peeped 
out again. She was still silting there, and so was the 
old couple. She had sneaked a piece ol chewing gum 
into her mouth, and was munching on that, so every- 
thing seemed lo be all right, so far. 


The chorus were in white ties, and they went on the 
way I said, and nothing happened. The orchestra 
played a number and Winston came off. He kidded 
me about my fit of temperament, and I kidded back. 
So long as everything was under control, I didn’t 
care. Then I went on. Whether it was what Damrosch 
wrote, or the way Winston conducted, or the tone 
of those horns, I don’t know, but before the open- 
ing chords had even finished, you were in India. I 
started, and did a good job of it. I clowned the second 
verse a little, but not too much. The other verses I did 
straight, and the temple-bell atmosphere kept getting 
better. When we got to the end, with the chorus dying 
away behind me, and me hanging above them on the 
high F, it was something to hear, believe me it was. 
They broke out into a roar. It had been a program of 
modern music, most of it pretty scrappy, and this was 
the first thing they had heard that really stuck to their 
ribs. I took two calls, had the chorus stand, came off. 



and lliey called me out again. Then Winston did some- 
thing that’s not done, and that he wouldn’t have done 
for anybody on earth but me. He decided to repeat it. 


A repeat is something you do mechanically, God knows 
why. You’ve done it once, you’ve scored witlr it, and 
the second time out you do it with your mouth, but your 
head has already gone home. I went tlirough wdth it, 
got every laugh I had got before, coasted along with- 
out a hitch. I hit the E flat, the chorus was right with 
me. I hit the F, and my heart stopped. Hanging up 
there, over that chorus, was the priest of Acapulco, the 
guy in the church, singing down the storm, croaking 
high mass to make the face on the cross stop looking 
at him. 


“ Who is these man? ” 

We were in the cab going down, and it was like the 
whisper you hear from a coiled rattlesnake. 
“Whatman? ” 

“ I think you know, yes.” 

“ I don’t even know what you’re talking about.” 

“ You have been with a man.” 

“ I’ve been witli plenty of men. I see men all day 



long. Do I have to stay with you all the time? What 
the hell are you talking about? ” 

“ I no speak of man you see all day long. I speak 
of man you love. Wlio is these man? ” 

“ Oh, I’m a fairy, is that it? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Well, thanks, I didn’t know that.” 

It was a warm night, but on account of the white tie 
I had to wear a coat. I had been hot as hell going up, 
hut I wasn’t hot now. I felt cold and shriveled inside. 
I watched the El posts going by on Third Avenue, and 
I could feel her there looking at me, looking at me 
with those hard black eyes that seemed to bore through 
me. We got out of the cab, and went on up to the 
apartment. I put the silk hat in a closet, put the coat 
in with it, lit a cigarette, tried to shake it off, how I felt. 
She just sat there on the edge of the table. She had on 
an evening dress we had got from one of the best shops 
in town, and the bullfighter’s cape. Except for the 
look on her face, she was something out of a book. 

“ WTiy you, lie to me? ” 

“ I’m not lying.” 

“ You lie. I look at you, I know you lie.” 

“ Did I ever lie to you? ” 

“ Yes, Once at Acapulco. You know you run away, 
you tell me no. When you want, you lie.” 
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“ We went all over that. I meant to run away, and 
you knew what I meant. Lying, that was just how we 
got over it easy. Then when I found out what you 
meant to me, I didn’t lie. That’s all , . . what the 
hell squawk have you got? You were all ready to sleep 
with that son-of-a-bitch — ” 

“I no lie.” 

“ What has this got to do with Acapulco? ” 

“ Yes, it is the same. Now you love man, you lie.” 

“ I don’t — Christ, do I look like that? ” 

“ No. You no look like that. We meet in Tupi® 
namba, yes? And you no look like that. I like, mudh, 
how you look. Then you make loteria for me, and lose 
loteria. And I think, how sweet. He have lose, but he 
like me so much he make loteria. Then I send rmicha~ 
cha with address, and we go home, go where I live. But 
then I know. You know how I know? ” 

“ Don’t know, don’t care. It’s not true.” 

“ I know when you sing. Hoaney, I was street girl, 
love man, three pesos. Litde dumb muchacha, no can 
read, no can write, understand nothing like that. But 
of man — all. . . . Hoaney, these man who love 
other man, they can do much, very clever. But no can 
sing. Have no toro in high voice, no grrr that frighten 
little muchacha, make heart beat fast. Soimd like old 
woman, like cow, like priest.” 



She began to walk around. My hands were clammy 
and my lips felt numb. . . Then the politico, he 
say I should open house, and I think of you. I thioic 
maybe, with these man, no like muchacJm, have no 
trouble. We go to Acapulco. Rain come, we go in 
church. You take me. I no want, I think of sacrilegio, 
hut you take me. Oh, much ioro. Hike. I think maybe 
Juana make mistake. Then you sing, oh, my heart 
beat very fast.” 

“ Just a question of toro, hey? ” 

“ No. You ask me come with you, I come, I love 
you much. I no think of toro. Just a little bit; Then in 
New York I feel, I feel something fonny. I think you 
think about contrato, all these thing. But is not the 
same. Tonight I know. I make no mistake. When you 
love Juana, you sing nice, much toro. When you love 
man why you lie to me? You think I no Aeor? You 
think I no know? ” 

If she had taken a whip to me I couldn’t have an- 
swered her. She began to cry, and fought it back. She 
went in the other room, and pretty soon she came out. 
She had changed her dress and put on a hat. She was 
carrying the valise in one hand and the fur coat in the 
other, “ I no live with man who love other man. I no 
live witlr man who lie. I — ■ ” 

The phone rang. “ — Ah! ” 



She ran in and answered. “ Yes, he is here.” 

She came out, her eyes blazing and her white teeth 
showing behind something that was between a laugh 
and a snarl. “ Mr. Hawes.” 

I didn’t say anything and I didn’t move. “ Yes, Mr. 
Hawes, the director.” She gave a rasping laugh and 
put on the goddamdest imitation of Winston you ever 
saw, the walk, the stick, and all tlie rest of it so you 
almost thought he was in front of you. “ Yes, your 
sweetie, he wait at telephone, talk to liim please.” 

When I still sat there, she jumped at me like a tiger, 
shook me till I could feel my teeth rattling, and then 
ran in to the telephone. “ What you want with Mr. 
Sharp, please? . . . Yes, yes, he will come. . , . 
Yes, thank you much. Goodbye.” 

She came out again. “ Now, please, you go. He 
have party, want you very much. Now, go to your 
sweetie. ,Gol Go! Go! ” 

She shook me again, jerked me out of the chair, 
tried to push me out the door. Then she grabbed up the 
valise and the fur coat again. I ran in the bedroom, 
flopped on the bed, pulled the pillow over my head. 
I wanted to shut it out, the whole horrible thing she 
had showed me, where she had ripped the cover off 
my whole life, dragged out what was down there all 
the time. I screwed my eyes shut, kept pulling the 



pillow around my ears. But one thing kept slicing 
up at me, no matter what I did. It was the fin of 
that shark. 


I don’t know how long I stayed there. I was on my 
hack after a while, staring at nothing. It was dead 
quiet outside, and dead still, except for the searchlight 
from the building on Fourteenth Street, that kept going 
around and around. I kept telling myself she was 
crazy, that voice is a matter of palate, sinus, and throat, 
that Winston had no more to do witli what happened 
to me in Paris than the scenery had. But here it was, 
starting on me again the same way it had before, and 
I knew she had called it on me the way it was written 
in the big score, and that no pillow or anything else 
could shut it out. I closed my eyes, and I was going 
down under the waves, with something coming up at me 
from below. Panic caught me then. I hadn’t heard her 
go out, and I called her. I waited, and called again. 
There wasn’t any answer. 


My head was imder the pillow again pretty soon, and 
I must have slept because I woke up with, the same hor- 
rible dream, that I was in the water, going down, and 



this thing was coming at me, I sat up, and there she 
was, on the edge of her bed, looking at me. It was gray- 
outside. “ Christ, you’re there.” But some kind of 
a sob jerked out as I said it, and I put out my hand and 
took hers. 

It’s all true.” 

She came over, sat down beside me, stroked my hair, 
held my hand. “ Tell me. You no lie, I no fight.” 

“ There’s nothing to tell. . . . Every man has got 
five per cent of that in him, if he meets the one person 
that’ll bring it out, and I did, that’s all.” 

“ But you love other man. Before.” 

“ No, the same one, here, in Paris, all over, the one 
son-of-a-bitch that’s been the curse of my life.” 

“ Sleep now. Tomorrow, you give me little bit 
money, I go back to Mexico — ” 

“ No ! Don’t you know what I’m trying to tell you? 
That’s out! I hate it! I’ve been ashamed of it, I’ve 
tried to shake it off, I hoped you would never find out, 
and now it’s over! ” 


I was holding her to me. She began stroking my hair 
again, looking down in my eyes. “You love me, 
Hoaney? ” 

“ Don’t you know it? Yes, If I never said so, it 



was just because — did we have to say it? If we felt 
it, wasn’t that a hell of a sight more? ” 

All of a sudden she broke from me, shoved the dress 
down from her shoulder, slipped the brassiere and 
shoved a nipple in my mouth. “Eat. Eat much. Make 
big torol ” 

“ I know now, my whole life conies from there.” 

“ Yes, eat.” 



m ^ 


I 

Wg didn’t get up for two days, but it wasn’t like tbe 
time we had in the church. We didn’t get drunk and 
we didn’t laugh, Wlien wc were hungry, we’d call up 
the French restaurant down the street and have them 
send something in. Then we’d lie there and talk, and 
I’d tell her more of it, until it was all off my chest and 
1 had nothing more to say. Once I quit lying to her, 
she didn’t seem surprised, or shocked, or anything like 
that. She would look at me, with her eyes big and 
black, and nod, and sometimes say something that 
made me think she understood a lot more about it Oran I 
did, or most doctors do. Then I’d take her in my arms, 
and afterward we’d sleep, and I felt a peace 1 hadn’t 
felt for years. All those awful Jitters of that last few 
weeks were gone, and sometimes when she was asleep 
and I wasn’t, I’d think about the Church, and confes- 
sion, and what it must mean to people that have some- 
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thing lying heavy on their soul. I had left the Church 
before I had anything on my soul, and the confession 
business, to me then, was just a pain in the neck. But 
I understood it now, understood a lot of things I had 
never understood before. And mostly I understood 
what a woman could mean to a man. Before, she had 
been a pair of eyes, and a shape, something to get 
excited about. Now, she seemed something to lean 
on, and draw something from, that nothing else could 
give me. I thought of books I had read, about worship 
of the earth, and how she was always called Mother, 
and none of it made much sense, but tliose big round 
breasts did, when I put my head on them, and they be- 
gan to tremble, and I began to tremble. 

The morning of the second day we heard the church 
bells ringing, and I remembered I was due to sing at 
the Sunday night concert, I got up, went to the piano, 
and tossed a few high ones around. I was just trying 
them out, but I didn’t have to. They were like velvet. 
At six o’clock we dressed, had a little something to eat, 
and went down there. I was in a Rigoletto excerpt, 
from the second act, with a tenor, a bass, a soprano, 
and a mezzo that were all getting spring try-outs. I 
was aU right. When we got home we changed to 
pajamas again, and I got out the guitar. I sang her 
the Evening Star song, Trdume, Schmerzen, things 
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like that. I never liked Wagner, and she couldn’t un- 
derstand a word of German. But it had earth, rain, 
and the night in it, and went with the humor we were in. 
She sat there with her eyes closed, and I sang it half 
voice. Then I took her hand and we sat there, not 
moving. 


A week went by, and still I didn’t see Winston. He 
must have called twenty times, but she took all calls, 
and when it was him she would just say I wasn’t in, and 
hang up. I had nothing to say to him but goodbye, and 
I wasn’t going to say that, because I didn’t want to play 
the scene. Then one day, after we had been out for 
breakfast, we stepped out of the elevator, and there 
he was at the end of the hall, watching porters carry 
furniture into an apartment. He looked at us and 
blinked, then dived at us with his hand out. “ Jack! 
Is that you? Well, of all the idiotic coincidences! ” 
I felt my blood freeze for fear of what she was going 
to do, but she didn’t do anything. When I happened 
not to see his hand, he began waving it around, and 
kept chattering about tlie coincidence, about how he 
had just signed a lease for an apartment in this very 
building, and here we were. She smiled. “ Yes, very 
fonny.” 



There didn’t seem to be anything to do but introduce 
him, so I did. She held out her hand. He took it and 
bowed. He said he was happy to know her. She said 
gracias, she had been at his concert, and slie was hon- 
ored to know him. Two beautiful sets of manners met 
in the hall that day, and it seemed queer, the venom 
that was hack of them. 

The door of the freight elevator opened, and more 
furniture started do^vn the hall. “ Oh, I’ll have to show 
them where to pul it. Come in, you two, and have a 
look i3.t my humble abode.” 

“ Some other time, Winston, we — ” 

“ Yes, gracias, I like.” 

We went in there, and he had one of the apartments 
on the sovxth tier, the biggest in the building, with a 
living room the size of a recital hall, four or five bed- 
rooms and baths, servants’ rooms, study, everything 
yoti could think of. The stuff I remembered from 
Paris was there, rugs, tapestries, furnitui'e, all of it 
worth a fortune, and ailol of things I had never seen, 
Four or five guys in denim suits were standing around, 
waiting to be told where to put their loads. He paid no 
attention to them, except to direct tliem with one hand, 
like they were a bunch of bull fiddlers. He sat us down 
on a sofa, pulled up a chair for himself, and went on 
talking about how he was sick of hotel living, had 



m 


about given up all hope of finding an apartment he 
liked, and then had found this place, and then of all 
the cock-eyed things, here we were. Or were we? I 
said yes, we were at the other end of the hall. We all 
laughed. He started in on Juana, asked if she wasn’t 
Mexican. She said yes, and he started off about his 
trip there, and what a wonderful country it was, and I 
had to hand it to him he had found out moie ahotil it 
in a week than f had in six months. You would have 
thought he might have conveniently left out what he 
went down there for. He didn’t. He said he went down 
there to bring me hack. She laughed, and said she saw 
me first. He laughed. That was the first time there was 
the least little glint in their eyes. 

Oh, r must show yon my cricket! ” 

He jumped up, graljhed a hatchet, and began chop- 
ping a small crate apart. Then he lifted out a block of 
pink stone, a little bigger than a football and about the 
same shape, but carved and polished into ihe form of 
a cricket, with its legs drawn up under it and its head 
huddled between its front feet. She made a little noise 
and begair to finger it. 

“ Look at that, Jack. Isn’t it marvelous? Pure 
Aztec, at least five hundred years old. I brought it 
back from Mexico with me, and I’d hale to tell you what 
I had to do to get it out of the country. Look at that 



238 


simplification of detail. If Manship had done it, 
they’d have thought it was a radical sample of his work. 
The line of that belly is pure Brancusi. It’s as modem 
as a streamlined plane, and yet some Indian did it 
before he even saw a white man.” 

“ Yes, yes. Make me feel very nostdlgicaJ” 

Then came the real Hawes touch. He picked it up, 
staggered with it over to the fireplace, and put it down. 
“ For my hearth! ” 

She got up to go, and I did. “ Well, children, you 
know now where I live, and I want to he seeing a lot 
of you.” 

“ Yes, gracias” 

“ And oh! As soon as I’m moved in, I’m giving a 
little housewarming, and you’re surely coming to 
it — ” 

“ Well, I don’t know, Winston, I’m pretty busy — ” 

“ Too busy for my housewarming? Jack, Jack, 
Jack! ” 

“ Gracias, Senor Hawes. Perhaps we come.” 

“ Perhaps? Certainly you’U come! ” 


I was plenty shaky when we got to our own apartment 
“ Listen, Juana, we’re getting out of this dump, and 
we’re getting out quick. I don’t know what the hell 



his game is, but this is no coincidence. He’s moved in 
on us, and we’re going to beat it.” 

“ We beat it, he come too.” 

“ Then we’ll beat it again. I don’t want to see him.” 

“ Why you run away? ” 

“ I don’t know. It — makes me nervous. I want to 
be somewhere where I don’t have to see him, don’t have 
to think of him, don’t have to feel that he’s around.” 

“ I think we stay,” 


We saw him twice more that day. Once, around six 
o’clock, he rang the buzzer and asked us to dinner, but 
I was singing and said we would have to eat later. 
Then, some time after midnight, when we had got 
home, he dropped in with a kid named Pudinsky, a 
Russian pianist that was to play at his next concert. He 
said they were going to run over some stuff, and for us 
to come on down. We said we were tired. He didn’t 
argue. He put his arm around Pudinsky, and they left- 
While we were undressing we could hear the piano 
going. The kid could play all right. 

“ I see his game now.” 

“Yes. Very fonny game.” 

“ That boy. I’m supposed to get jealous.” 

“ Are you jealous? ” 





“No. Jealous — what the hell are you talking 
about? What difference does it make to me what he 
does, once Fm out of it? But it makes me nervous. I 
— I wish he was somewhere else. 1 wish I was some- 
where else. I wish we were all somewhere else.” 

She lay there for a long time, up on one elbow, look- 
ing down at me. Then she kissed me and went over to 
her own bed. It was daylight before I got to sleep. 


Next day he was in and out half a dozen times, and the 
day after that, and tlie day after that. I began missing 
cues, the first sign you get that you’re not right. The 
voice was in shape, and I was getting across, but the 
prompter began throwing the finger on me. It was 
the first time in my life that tliat had ever happened. 


In about a week came the invitation to the housewarm- 
ing. I tried to beg out of it, said I had to sing dial night, 
but she smiled and said gracias, we would go, and he 
put his arm around her and you would have drought 
they were pals, but I knew them both like a book, and 
could tell there was something back of it, on both sides. 
After he left I got peevish and wanted to know why the 



Jiell she was shoving me into it all tlie time. “ Hoaney, 
with this man, it do you no good to run away. He see 
you no care, then maybe he estop. He know you have 
afraid, he never estop. We go. We laugh, have fine 
time, no care. . . . You care? ” 

“ For God’s sake, no.” 

“ I think yes, little bit. I think he have — how you 
say? — the goat.” 

“ He’s got my goat all right, but not for that reason. 
I just don’t want any more to do willi him,” 

“ Then you care. Maybe not so, how he want. But 
you have afraid. When you no care more at all, he 
estop. Now — we no run away. We go, you sing, be 
fine fallow, no give a damn. And you watch, will he 
all right.” 

“ If I have to, I have to, but Christ, I hate it,” 

So we went. I was singing Faust, and I was so lousy 
I almost did get stuck in the duel scene. But I was 
washed up by ten thirty, and we came home and 
dressed. It wasn’t any white dress with flowers on it 
this time. She put on a hotlle-green evening dress, and 
over that the bullfighter’s cape, and that embroidered 
crimson and yellow silk, sliding over the green taffeta, 
made a rustle you could hear coming. I’m here to tell 
you, and all those colors, over the light copper nf her 



skin, was a picture you could look at. I put on a white 
tie, but no overcoat or anything, and about a quarter 
after eleven we stepped out and walked down the hall. 


When we got in there, the worst drag was going on you 
ever saw in your life. A whole mob of them was in 
there, girls in men’s evening clothes tailored for them, 
with shingle haircuts and blue make-up in tlieir eyes, 
dancing with other girls dressed the same way, young 
guys with lipstick on, and mascara eyelashes, dancing 
with each other too, and at least three girls in full 
evening dress, that you had to look at twice to make 
sure they weren’t girls at all. Pudinsky was at the 
piano, but he wasn’t playing Brahms. He was playing 
jazz. The whole thing made me sick to my stomach as 
soon as I looked at it, but I swallowed hard and tried 
to act like I was glad to be there. 

Winston had on a purple velvet dinner coat with 
a silk sash knotted around it, and he brought us in like 
it was all for us. He introduced us, and got us drinks, 
and Pudinsky slammed into the Pagliacci Prologue, 
and I stepped up and sang it, and clowned it with as 
good a grin as I could get on my face. While they were 
still clapping, Winston turned around and began to 
throw the show to Juana. She still hadn’t taken olF the 



cape, and he lifted it off her shoulders, and began 
going into a spasm about it. They all crowded up to 
look, and when he found out it was a real bullfighter’s 
cape, nothing would suit him but that she had to tell 
them all about the fine points of bullfighting. I sat 
down, and got this feeling it wasn’t on the up-and-up, 
that something was coming. I thought of Chadwick, 
and wondered if this was another play to show her up. 
But that wasn’t it. Except that Winston would put his 
arm around Pudinsky every time he saw me looking at 
him, he didn’t pull anything. He put her in the spot, 
and made her explain the whole routine of bullfighting, 
and she took the cape to show them, and she was pretty 
funny, and so was he. Nobody could make a woman 
look good better than Winston, when he wanted to. 
Pretty soon somebody yelled out: “ How the hell does 
a man study to be a bullfighter, that’s what I want to 
know.” 

Winston went down on his knees in front of Juana. 
“ Yes, will you tell us that? Just what are the practice 
exercises for a bullfighter? ” 

“ Oh, I explain you.” 

They all sat down, and Winston squatted at her feet. 
“ First, the little boy, he want to be bullfighter, yes? 
All little boy want to be bullfighter.” 

“ I always did. I do still.” 



So, I tell you how you do. You find nice burro, 
you know what is burro? ” 

“ A little jackass, something like that? ” 

“ Yes. You get little jackass, you cut two big 
maguey leaf, you know maguey, yes? Have big leaf, 
much thick, much sharp — ? ” 

“ Century plant? ” 

“ Yes. Tie leaf on head of little jackass, make big 
horn, like bull — ” 

“ Wait a minute.” 

Some woman dug up a ribbon, and Winston broke 
off fronds from a feni, and with the ribbon and the fern 
leaves, he stuck the horns on his head. Then he got 
down on his hands and knees in front of Juana. “ Go 
on.” 

“ Yes, just so. You look much like little jackass.” 

That got a shout. Winston looked up, kicked his 
heels, and let out a jackass bellow. It was a little fun- 
nier than it sounds. 

“ Then you get little stick, for espada, and little red 
rag, for muleta, and practice with little jackass.” 
Somebody dug up a silver-headed cane, and she took 
it, and the cape, and the two of them began doing a 
bullfight act in the middle of the floor. The rest of 
them were screeching and yelling by that time, and I 
was sitting there, wondering what the hell was up. 



The buzzer sounded. Somebody went to the door, 
came back, and touched me on the arm. “ Telegram 
for you, Mr. Sharp.” 

I went out in die hall. 


Harry, one of the bellboys, was out there, and shoved 
a telegram at me. I opened it. It was nothing hut a 
blank form shoved in an envelope. “ Is the messenger 
still there? He’s given yon nothing but a blank.” 

Harry closed du? door to the apartment. You could 
still hear them in there, screeching over the bullfight. 
“ Let me talk quick, Mr. Sharp, so you can get back 
in there before anybody thinks anything. I had to 
have a telegram in my hand, so it would look all right. 

. . . There’s a man down there, waiting for you. I 
told him you were out. He went up to your apart- 
ment, then he came down again, and he’s down there 
now.” 

“In the lobby?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ What does he want? ” 

“. , . Mr. Sharp, Tony put through three calls to- 
day for this new party, Mr. Hawes. They were all to 
the immigration service. Tony remembered the mun- 
ber from a year ago, when his brother came from Italy. 



Tony thinks this man is a federal, come to take Miss 
Montes away.” 

“ Is Tony on? ” 

“ We’re both on. Get back in there, Mr. Sharp, be- 
fore this Hawes gets tipped off. Get her out of there, 
and have her press the elevator button twice. Either 
me or Tony will get her out through the basement, and 
then you can stall this guy till she gets under cover. 
Tony thinks his people will take her in. They’re fans 
of yours.” 

I had a wad of money in my pocket. I took it out and 
peeled oflf a ten. “ Split Uiat with Tony, There’ll be 
more tomorrow. She’ll he right down.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ And thanks. More thanks than I know how to 
say.” 


I stepped back in. I took care to be stuffing tlie tele- 
gram in my pocket as I came. Winston jumped up 
from where he was still galumphing around the floor, 
and came over. “ What is it, .Tack? ” 

“ Just some greetings from Hollywood.” 

“ Bad? ” 

“ Little bit,” 

“ Well, what is it? By God, I’d love to wake the 



sons-of-bitclies up and tell them where they get off.” 

“ Wouldn’t wake them up, that’s the trouble. It’s 
only ten o’clock there. To hell with it. I’ll tell you 
later. And to hell with hullfighting. Let’s dance.” 

“Dance we shall. Hey, professor — music! ” 

Pudinsky began to bat out more jazz, they grabbed 
each other, and I grabbed Juana. “ Now get a grin on 
your face. I’ve something to tell you.” 

“ Yes, here is nice grin.” 

I laid it out for her fast. “ This Pudinsky thing is 
nothing but a smoke screen. He’s turned in an anony- 
mous tip against you, then you’re to be taken to Ellis 
Island, then I’m to run to him for help, then he’s to 
move heaven and earth — and fail. You’re to be sent 
back to Mexico — ” 

“ And then he get you.” 

“ So he thinks.” 

“ So I think, too.” 

Will you for God’s sake stop that and — ” 

“ Wiry you tremble? ” 

“ Pm plenty scared of him, that’s why. Now lis- 
ten -- ” 

“Yes, I listen.” 

“ Get out of here, quick. Get out on some stall so he 
tliinks you’re coming back. Change your dress, pack, 
as fast as you can. If the buzzer rings, keep still and 



don’t answer. Go to the elevator, ring twice, and the 
hoys will take care of you. Don’t call me. Tomorrow 
I’ll reach you through Tony. Here’s some money.” 

I had palmed the wad, and slipped it down the back 
of her dress. “ And once more, step on it! ” 

“Yes, I step.” 

She went over to Winston. He was sitting with Pm 
dinsky, the fern leaves still in his hair. “ You want to 
play real bullfight, yes? ” 

“ I just thirst for it.” 

“ Wait. I get things. I come back.” 

He showed her out, then came over to me. “ Lovely 
girl.” 

“ Yeah, shc’iS all of that.” 

“ I’ve always said there were two nations under 
every flag, male and female. I wouldn’t give a damn 
for all the Mexican men that ever lived, but the women 
are marvelous. What saps their painters are, with all 
that beauty around them, to spend their days on war, 
socialism, and politics. Mexican art is nothing but a 
collection of New Masses covers.” 

“ Whatever it is, I don’t like it.” 

“ Who would? But if they could.paint her face, that 
would have been different. Goya could have, but tliose 
worthy radicals, no. Well — '.tlrey don’t know what 
they miss.” 



I went over, sat down and watched them dance. They 
were getting lit by now, and it was pretty raw. I wished 
I had hxed up some signal from the boys, so I would 
know when she was out. I hadn’t, so all I could do was 
sit there. I was going to wail till he missed her, then 
go down to the apartment to find her, then come back 
and say she didn’t feel well, and had gone to bed. It 
would all take time, give her a start, but I had to take 
the play from him. 

I hud looked at iny watch when she went. It was 
seven after one. After a hell of a time I slipped back 
to a bathroom and looked again. It was eleven after. 
She had been gone four minutes, I came back and sat 
down again. Pudinsky stopped and they all yelled 
for more. Pie said he was tired. The buzzer rang. 
Winston opened, and I began thinking of a stall in case 
it was the detective. Who stepped in was Juana. She 
hadn’t changed her dress. Over her arm was the cape, 
in one hand was the espada, and in the other the ear, 

They had got a little sick of bullfighting, but when 
they saw the ear they began to yell again. They passed 
it around, and fell it, and smelled it, and said ” Pe- 
yooh! ” Winston look it, held it up to his head and 
wobbled it, and they laughed and clapped. He got 
down on the floor again bellowed. Juana laughed. 
“ Yes, now you are no more jackass. Big bull,” 
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He bellowed again. I was getting so nervous I was 
twitching. I went over to her. “ Take that sluflf back. 
I’m fed up on bullfighting, and that ear stinks. Take it 
back where you got it, and — ” 

I grabbed for the ear. Winston dodged. She 
laughed and wouldn’t look at me. Something hit me 
in the belly. Wlien I looked around I saw that one of 
the fags in woman’s clothes had poked me with a 
broomstick. “Out of my way! I’m a picador! I’m a 
picador on his old white horse! ” 

Two or three more of them ran back and got broom- 
sticks, or mop handles, or whatever was there, to be 
picadors, and began galloping around Winston, pok- 
ing at him. Every time they touched him he’d bellow. 
Juana drew the espada, and spread the cape with it, 
like it was a muleta. Winston began charging it, on 
one hand and his knees, still holding the ear with his 
other hand and wobbling it. Pudinsky began to rip off 
the bullring music from Carmen. There was so much 
noise you couldn’t even hear yourself think. I walked 
over and leaned on the piano, with my back to it, till 
she would get the clowning over and I would have an- 
other chance to get her out. 

All of a sudden Pudinsky stopped, and this “ Ooh! ” 
went around the room. I turned around. She was 
standing there, like a statue, the way they do for the 
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kill, with her left side to Winston, the sword in her 
right hand, up at the level of her eyes, and pointing 
right at him. In her left hand, down in front of him, 
she held the cape. He was down there looking at it, 
and wobbling the ear at it. Pudinsky began to play 
blue chords on tlie piano. 

Winston snorted a couple of times, then looked up 
at her, like he wanted a cue on what to do next. Then 
he jumped up, and back, but a sofa caught him. A man 
yelled. I jumped for the sword arm, but I was too 
late. That espada thrust isn’t something in slow mo* 
tion, like you maybe have thought from reading the 
books. It goes like lightning, and next thing I knew 
the point of the steel was sticking out of the back of the 
sofa, and hlood was foaming out of Winston’s mouth, 
and she was over him, talking to him, laughing at him, 
telling him the detective was waiting to take him down 
to hell. 

It flashed over me, that mob at tlie novilladas, pour- 
ing down out of the sol, twisting the tail of the dying 
bull, yelling at him, kicking at him, spitting on him, 
and I tried to tell myself I had hooked up with a sav- 
age, that it was horrible. It was no use. I wanted to 
laugh, and cheer, and yell Ole! I knew I was looking 
at the most magnificent thing I had ever seen in my 
life. 
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Slie spit into the blood, stepped back, and picked up 
the cape. For a second all you could hear was Pudin- 
sky, over at tho piano, gasping and slobbering in an 
agony of fright. Then they made a rush for the door, 
to get out before die police came. They fought lo get 
past each other, the women cursing like men, the fags 
screaming like women, and when they got lo the hall 
they didn’t wail for the elevator. They went piling 
down the stairway, and some of them fell, and you 
could hear more curses, and screams, and thuds, where 
they were kicking each odier. She came over and 
knell beside me, where I had folded into a chair. 
“ Now, he no get. Goodbye, and remember Juana.” 
She kissed me, jumped up, and rustled out. I sat 
tliere, still looking at that thing that was pinned to the 
sofa, with its head hanging over the hack, and the 
blood drying on the shirt. Pudinsky lifted his head, 



where it was buried in his hands, saw it, let out a 
moan, and ran over to a corner, where he put his head 
down and broke out into more sobs, I picked up a rug 
to throw on it. Then something twisted in my stomach, 
and I stumbled hack to a bathroom. I hadn’t eaten 
since afternoon, but white stuff began coming up, and 
even after my stomach was empty it kept retching, and 
horrible sounds came out of me from the air it forced 
up. I saw my face in the mirror. It was green. 


When I came out two cops were there, and four or five 
of the fags, and one of the girls in a dinner coat, and a 
guy in a derby hat. Whether he was the dick that had 
been waitjng for Juana, and he grabbed some of them 
on the way out, I didn’t know. When the cops saw me 
they motioned me to stand aside, and one of them went 
back to phone. Pretty soon two more cops came up, 
and a couple of detectives, and next thing, the place 
was full of cops. There was one guy that seemed to be 
a doctor, and another that seemed to he a police photog- 
rapher. Anyway, he set up a tripod, and began set- 
ting off bulbs and throwing them in the fern pot. 
Pretty soon a cop went over, motioned to, me, and he, 
a detective, and I went out. I didn’t have any coat 
there, but I didn’t say anything about it. I didn't know 



whether they had Juana, or even where she had gone, 
and I was afraid if I asked them to let me go to the 
apartment, they would come with me and find her. 
We went down -in the elevator. Harry ran us down. 
Wlien we got to the lobby, more cops were there, tallc- 
ing to Tony. 


We got in a police car; drove down Second Avenue, 
then down Lafayette Street, and on downtown to a 
place that seemed to be police headquarters. We got, 
out, went in, and the cops took me in a room and told 
me to sit down. One of them went out. The other 
stayed, and picked up an afternoon paper that was on 
the table. We must have sat an hour, he reading the 
paper and neither of us saying anything. After a while 
I asked him if he had a cigarette. Tie passed over a 
pack without looking up. I smoked and we sat for an- 
other hour. Outside it was beginning to get light. 


About six o’clock a detective came in, sat down, and 
stared at me a while. Then he began to talk. “ You 
was there tonight? At this here Hawes’s place? ” 

Yes, I was.” 

“You seen him killed? ” 
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“I did.” 

“ What she kill him for? ” 

“ That I don’t know,” 

“ Come on, you know. What you trying to do, kid 
me? ” 

“ I told you I don’t know.” 

“ You live with her? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Then what do you mean you don’t know? What 
she kill him for? ” 

‘‘ I’ve got no idea at all.” 

“ Was she in this country illegal? ” 

I knew hy tliat Tony had spilled what he knew, 
“ That I can’t tell you. She might have been.” 

“ What the hell can you tell me? ” 

“ Anything I know I’ll tell you.” 

He roared for a minute about how he could make me 
tell him, but that was a mistake. It gave me time to 
think. That illegal entry was a way he could tie me 
in, and hold me if he wanted to, and I knew the only 
way I could be of any use to her was to get out of 
there. Whether they had got her or not I didn’t know, 
but I couldn’t be any good sitting behind bars. I kept 
looking at him, thinking over the entries on my pass- 
port, and by the time he began asking questions again 
I had it all in hand, and thought I could get away with 
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a lie. “ So you quit that goddam stalling. One more 
thing you can’t tell me and I’ll open you up. Gome on. 
She was in illegal, wasn’t she? ” 

“ I told you I don’t know.” 

“ Didn’t you bring her in? ” 

“I did not.” 

What? Wasn’t you in Mexico? ” 

“ Yes, I was.” 

“ Didn’t you bring her in with you? ” 

“ I did not. I met her in Los Angeles.” 

“ How you come in? ” 

“ I rode a bus up to Nogales, caught a ride to San 
Antonio, and from there took another bus to Los 
Angeles. I met her about a week after that, in the 
Mexican quai1:er. Then I began working for pictures, 
and we hooked up. Then she came with me to New 
York.” 

I saw I had led with my chin on that, on account of 
the white slave charge. He snapped it back at me be- 
fore I even fini.shed. “ Oh, so you brought her to New 
York.” 

“ I did not. She paid her own fare.” 

“ What the hell are you trying to tell me? Didn’t 
I say cut that stalling out? ” 

“ All right, ask her.” 

There came a flicker in his eye. I had a qtiick hunch 



they hadn’t got her yet. “ Ask her, that’s all I’ve got 
to say. Don’t be silly. I’m not paying any woman’s 
fare from Los Angeles to New York. I heard of the 
Mann Act too.” 

“ Who turned in the tip against her? ” 

“That I don’t know.” 

“ Come on — ” 

“ I told you I don’t know. Now if you’ll cut out 
your goddam nonsense, I’ll tell you what I do know, 
and maybe it’ll help you out, I don’t know. But you 
can just drop this third-degree stuff right now, or I’ll 
be starting a little third-degree of my own before long 
that you may not like so well.” 

“ What do you mean by that? ” 

“ You know what I mean. You’re not talking to 
some Hell’s Kitchen gunman. I’ve got a few friends, 
see? I don’t ask any favors. But I’m claiming my 
rights, and I’ll get them.” 

“ All right, Sharp. Shoot it.” 

“ We went to the party, she and I.” 

“ Yeah, that drag was a funny place for a guy like 
you. 

“ He was a pixie, but he was also a musician, and I 
had worked for him, and when he asked us to his house- 
warming — ” 

“ Are you a pix? ” 
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“ Starting up again, arc you? ” 

“ Go on, Sharp. Just checking up.” 

“ So we went. And pretty soon one of the hoys came 
up, and — ” 

“ One of them pixos? ” 

“ One of the liellboys. And I found out there was a 
guy downstairs waiting to see me, And I found out 
Hawes had put in three calls that day to the Immigra- 
tion Office — ” 

“ Then he did turn her in? ” 

“ I told you I don’t know, I wasn’t taking any 
chances. I told her what the hoys had told me, and 
tried to get her out of there. I told her to leave, and she 
did, hut then she came back with this sword, and they 
started up again this bullfight game they had been 
playing—” 

“ Yeah, we know all aboutlhat.” 

“ And she let him have it. And goddam well he had 
it coming to him. What the hell business was it of his 
whether she -y- ” 

“ Wliat he turn her in for? ” 

“ That I don’t know either. He had tried to tell me 
once or twice that living with a girl the way we did 
wasn’t doing me any good, that it was hurting my 


career 



“ Your singing career? ” 

“ That’s right.” 

“ What he have to do with that? ” 

“ He had plenty to do with it. I don’t only sing' here 
in New York. I’m under contract to a Hollywood pic- 
ture company, and he controlled the picture company, 
or said he did, and he was afraid — ” 

“ Hays office stuff? ” 

“ Thai’s it.” 

“ Oh, I get it now. Go on.” 

“ That’s all. It wasn’t just morals, take it from me 
it wasn’t, or friendship, or anything like that. It was 
money, and fear that the Mann Act would ruin one of 
his hig stars, and stuff like tliat. All right, he went up 
against the wrong person. She let him have it, and now 
let him count up his Class A preferred stock.” 

He asked me a few more questions and then went 
out. As near as I could tell I had done all right. I had 
fixed her up with a motive that anyway made sense, 
him trying to bust us up, and it would look a hell of a 
sight better after we were married, as I knew we would 
be before the case ever came to trial. I had kept out 
of it what was really between Winston and me. I 
would have even told him that if it would have done 
her any good, but I knew that one whisper of that would 
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crack everything wide open, and ruin her. I had any- 
how made some kind of a stall about the Mann Act 
and the illegal entry, and they couldn’t disprove it 
unless she told tlrem different, and I knew they’d 
never get anything out of her. Around seven o’clock 
they gave me something to eat, and I waited for their 
next move. 


Around eight o’clock a cop came in with one of my 
traveling cases, with clothes in it. That meant they 
had been in the apartment. I was still in evening 
clothes, and began to change. “ You got a washroom 
here? ” 

“ O.K., we’ll take you to it. Y ou want a barber? ” 

All I had in ray pocket, after giving her the money, 
was silver, but I counted it. There were a couple of 
dollars of it. “ Yeah, send him in.” 

He went out, and the cop that was guarding me took 
me down to the washroom. There was a shower there, 
so I stripped, had a bath, and put on the other clothes. 
The barber came in and shaved me. I put the evening 
clothes iri the traveling case. They had brought me;, a 
hat, and I put that on. Then we went back to the room 
we had left. 
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A little after nine I was still pounding on it in my 
mind, what I could do, and it came to me that one thing 
I could do was get a lawyer. I remembered Sholto. 
“ I’d like to make a phone call. How about that? ” 

“ You’re allowed one call.” 

We went out in the hall, where there was a row of 
phones against the wall. I looked up Sholto’s num- 
ber, rang it, and got him on the line. “ Oh hello, I 
was wondering if you’d call. I see you’re in a little 
trouble.” 

“ Yeah, and I want you.” 

“ I’ll be right down.” 

In about a half hour he showed up. He listened to 
me. About all I could tell him, with the cop sitting 
there, was that I wanted to get out, but that seemed to 
be all he wanted to know. “ It’s probably just a matter 
of bond.” 

“ What am I held for? Do you know that? ” 

“ Material witness.” 

, “Oh, I see.” 

“ As soon as I can see a bondsman — that is, unless 
you want to put up cash bond yourself.” 

“How much is it?” 

“ I don’t know. At a guess, I’d say five thousand.” 

“ Which way is quickest? ” 
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‘‘ Oh, money talks.” 

He had a blank check, and I wrote out a check for 
ten thousand. “ All right, that ought to cover it. I 
think we can gel action in about an hour.” 


Around ten o’clock he was back, and he, and the cop, 
and I went over to court. It took about five minutes. 
An assistant district attorney was there, they set bail 
at twenty-five hundred, and after Sholto pul it up, 
we went out and got in a cab. He passed over the rest 
of the cash, in hundred-dollar hills. I handed back 
ten of them. “ Retainer.” 

“Very well, thardcs.” 

The first thing I wanted to know was whether they 
had got her yet. When he said they hadn’t, I grabbed 
an early afternoon paper a boy shoved in the window, 
and read it. It was smeared all over the front page, 
with my picture, and Winston’s picture, but no picture 
of her. That was one, break. As well as I could re- 
member, she hadn’t had any picture taken since she 
had been in the country. It was something we hadn’t 
got around to. There was one story giving Winston’s 
career, another telling about me, and a main stoiy that 
told what had happened. Everything I had said to 
the detective was in there, and the big eight-column 
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streamer called her the “ Sword-Killer,” and said she 
was “ Sought.” I was still reading when we pulled 
up at Radio City. 


When we got up to his office I began going over what I 
had told the detective, the illegal entry stuff and all, 
and why I had said what I had, but pretty soon he 
stopped me., “ Listen, get this straight. Your counsel 
is not your co-conspirator in deceiving the police. He’s 
your representative at the bar, to see that you get every 
right that the law entitles you to, and that your case, 
or her case, or whatever case he takes, is presented as 
well as it can be. What you told the detective is none 
of my affair, and it’s much better, at this time, that I 
know nothing of it. When the time comes, Fll ask you 
for information, and you had belter tell me tbe truth. 
But at the moment, I prefer not to know of any mis- 
representation you’ve made. From now on, by the 
way, an excellent plan, in dealing with the police, 
would he to say nothing.” 

“ I get it.” 

He kept walking around Ms office, then he picked 
up tlie paper and studied that a While, then walked 
around some more. “There’s something I want to 
warn you about.” 



“ Yeah. Wliat? ” 

“ It seemed to me I got you out very easily.” 

“ I didn’t do anything.” 

“ If they had wanted to hold you, there were two or 
three charges, apparently, they could have brought 
against you. All bailable offenses, but they could have 
kept you there quite a while. They could have made 
trouble. Also, the bond was absurdly low.” 

“ I don’t quite follow you.” 

“ They haven’t got her. They may have her, tucked 
away in some station-house in the Bronx, they may be 
holding her there and saying nothing for fear of habeas 
corpus proceedings, but I don’t think so. They haven’t 
got her, and it’s quite possible they’ve let you out so 
they can locate her through you.” 

“ Oh, now I see what you mean.” 

“ You going back to your apartment? ” 

“ I don’t know. I suppose so.” 

“. . . You’ll be watched. There’ll probably be a 
'tail on you day and night. Your phone may be 
tapped.” 

“ Can they do that? ” 

“ They can, and they do. There may be a dicta- 
phone in there by now, and they’re pretty good at 
thinking of places to put it without your finding it, or 
suspecting it. It’s a big apartment house, and that 
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makes it all the easier for them. I don’t know what 
her plans are, and apparently you don’t. But it’s a bad 
case. If they catch her, I’ll do everything I can for her, 
but I warn you it’s a bad case. It’s much better that 
she not be located. . . . Be careful.” 

“I will.” 

“ The big danger is that she phone you. "Whatever 
you do, the second she rings up, warn her that she’s 
being overheard.” 

“ I’ll remember that.” 

“ You’re being used as a decoy.” 

“ I’ll watch my step.” 


When I got up to Twenty-second Street a flock of re- 
porters were there, and I stuck with them for about ten 
minutes. I thought it was better to answer their ques- 
tions some kind of way, and get rid of them, than have 
them trying to get to me all day. When I got itp to the 
apartment the phone was ringing, and a newspaper 
was on the line, offering me five thousand dollars for 
a signed story of what I knew about it, and about her, 
and I said no, and hung up. It started to ring again, 
and I flashed the board and told them not to put through 
any more incoming calls, or let anybody up. The door 
buzzer sounded, I answered, and it was Harry and 



Tony, on hand to tell me what they knew. I peeled 
off a hundred-dollar bill as they started to talk, handed 
it over, and then remembered about the dictaphone. 
We went out in the hall, and they whispered it. She 
didn’t leave right after it happened. She went to the 
apartment, packed, and changed her dress, and about 
five or ten minutes later buzzed twice, like I had told 
her to. Tony had the car up there all that time, waiting 
for her, and he opened, pulled her in, and dropped her 
down to the basement. They went out by the alley, and 
when they came out on Twenty-third Street he got her 
a cab, and she left. That was the last he saw of her, 
and he didn’t tell it to the police. While he was doing 
that, Harry was on the board in the lobby, and didn’t 
pay much attention when he saw the fags going out, 
and neither did the guy from the Immigration Service. 
How the cops found it out they didn’t know, but they 
thought the fags must have bumped into one outside, 
or got scared and thought they better tell it anyway, or 
something. Tony said the cops were already in Win- 
ston’s apartment before she left. 

They went down and I went in the apartment again. 
With the phone cut off it was quiet enough now, hut I 
began looking for the dictaphone. I couldn’t find any- 
thing. I looked out the window to see if anybod5T was 
watching the building. There wasn’t anybody out 



there. I began to think Sholto was imagining things, 

Around two o’clock I got hungry and went out. The 
reporters were still down there, and almost mobbed 
me, but I jumped in a cab and told him to drive to 
Radio City. As soon as he got to Fourth Avenue I had 
him cut over to Second again, and come down, and got 
out at a restaurant around Twenty-third Street. I had 
something to eat and took down the number of the pay 
phone. When I got back to the apartment house, I 
whispered to the boy on the hoard if a Mr. Kugler 
called, to put him through. I went upstairs and called 
the restaurant phone. “ Is Mr. Kugler there? ” 

“ Hold the line, ITl see.” 

I held the line, and in a minute he was back. “ No 
Mr. Kugler here now.” 

“ When he comes in ask him to call Mr. Sharp. 
S-H-A-R.P.” 

“ Yes sir. I’ll tell him.” 

I hung up. In about twenty minutes the phone rang. 
“ Mr. Sharp? This is Kugler.” 

“ Oh, hello, Mr. Kugler. About those opera passes 
I promised you. I’m afraid I’ll have to disappoint you 
for the time being. You may have read in the paper 
I’m having a little trouble now. Can you let me put 
that off till next week? ” 

“ Oh, all right, Mr. Sharp. Any time you say.” 
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“ Terribly sorry, Mr. Kugler.” 

I hung up. I knew then that Sholto knew what 
he was talking about. I didn’t know any Mr. Kugler. 


Harry kept bringing up new editions as they came out, 
and the stuff that was coming in for me. They still 
hadn’t got her. They found the taxi driver that rode 
her from Twenty-third Street. He said he took her 
down to Battery Park, she paid him with a five-dollar 
bill, so he had to go in the subway to get change, and 
then went off, carrying the valise. He told how Tony 
had flagged him, and Tony took another trip down 
to headquarters. It said the cops were considering the 
possibility she had jumped in the river, and that it 
might be dragged. The stuff that was coming in was a 
flock of telegrams, letters, and cards from every kind 
of nut you ever heard of, and opera fan, and shyster 
lawyer. But a couple of those wires weren’t from nuts. 
One was from Panamier, saying the broadcast would 
temporarily be carried on by somebody else. And one 
was from Luther, saying no doubt I preferred not to 
have any more opera appearances until I got my affairs 
straightened out. The last afternoon edition had a 
story about Pudinsky. I felt my mouth go cold. He 
was the one person that might know about Winston 
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and me. If he did, he didn’t say an)rthing. He said 
what a fine guy Winston was, what a loyal friend, and 
defended him for calling up the Immigration people. 
He said Winston only had my best interests at heart. 


I went out to eat aroimd seven o’clock, dodged the re- 
porters again, and had a steak in a place off Broadway. 
My picture was in every paper in town, but nobody 
seemed to notice me. One reason was, most of those 
pictures had been taken while I was in Hollywood, and 
I had put on a lot of weight since then. I wasn’t ex- 
actly fat when I arrived from Mexico. Tlien I had had 
a little trouble with my eyes, and had got glasses. I ate 
what I could, walked around a little, then around nine 
o’clock came back to the apartment. All the time I 
was walking I kept looking back, to see if I was fol- 
lowed. I tried not to, but I couldn’t help it. In the cab, 
I kept twisting around, to see what was back of us. 


There was another mountain of stuff when I came in, 
but I didn’t bother to open it. I read back all the news- 
paper stuff again, and then there didn’t seem to be any- 
thing to do hut go to bed. I lay there, first trying to 
think and then trying to sleep. I couldn’t do either one. 
Then after a while I did drop off. I woke up in a cold 
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sweat with moans coming out of my mouth. The whole 
day had been like some kind of a fever dream, chasing 
in and out of cabs, dodging reporters, trying to shake 
the police, if they were around, reading papers. Now 
for the first time I seemed to get it through my head 
the spot we were in. She was wanted for murder, and 
if they caught her they would bum her in the chair. 


What waked me up the next morning was the phone. 
Harry was on the board. “ I know you said not call, 
Mr . Sharp, but there’s a guy on the line, he kept calling 
all day yesterday, and now he’s calling again, he says 
he’s a friend of yours, and it’s important, and he’s got 
to talk to you, and I thought I better tell you.” 

“ Who is he? ” 

“ He won’t say, but he said I should say the word 
Acapulco, something like that, to you, and you would 
know who it was.” 

“ Put him through.” 

I hoped it might be Conners, and sure enough, when 
I heard that “ Is that you, lad? ” I knew it was. He was 
pretty short. “ I’ve been trying to reach you. I’ve 
called you, and wired you, and called again, and 
again — ” ^ 
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“ I cut the phone calls off, and I haven’t opened the' 
last bunch of wires. You’d have been through in a 
second if they had told nae. I want to see you, I’ve got 
to see you — ” 

“ You have indeed. I have news.” 

“ Stop ! Don’t say a word. I warn you that my 
phone is tapped, and ever37thing you say is being 
heard.” 

“ That occurred to me. That’s why I refused to 
give my name. How can I get to you? ” 

“ Wait a minute. Wait a minute. . . . Will you 
call me in five minutes? I’ll have to figure a way — ” 

“ In five minutes it is.” 

He hung up, and I tried to think of some way we 
could meet, and yet not tip off the cops over the phone 
where it would be. I couldn’t think. He had said he 
had news, and my head was just spinning around. Be- 
fore I even had half an idea the phone rang again. 
“ Well, lad, what’s the word? ” 

“ I haven’t any yet. They’re following me too, that’s 
the trouble. Wait a minute, wait a minute - — ” 

“ I have something that might work.” 

“What is it?” 

“ Do you rdmember the time signature of the sere' 
nade you first sang to me? ” 
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. . Yes, of course.” 

“ Write those figures down, the two of them, one 
beside the other. Now write them again, the same way. 
You should have a number of four figures.” 

I jumped up, got a pen, and wrote the numbers on 
the memo pad. It was the Don Giovanni serenade, and 
time signature is 6/8. I wrote 6868. . . . “All right. 
I’ve got it.” 

“ Now subtract from it this number.” He gave me a 
number to subtract, I did it. “ That is the number of 
the pay telephone Fm at. The exchange number is 
Circle 6. Go out to another pay telephone and call 
me there.” 

“ In twenty minutes. As soon as I get dressed.” 

I jumped into my clothes, ran up to a drugstore, 
and called. Whether they were around the booth, lis- 
tening to me, I didn’t care. They couldn’t hear what 
was coming in at the other end. “ Is that you, 
lad? ” 

“ Yes. What news? ” 

“ I have her. She’s going down the line with me, 
Fm at the foot of Seventeenth Street, and I slip my 
hawsers at midnight tonight. If you wish to see her 
before we leave, come aboard some time after eleven, 
but take care you’re not detected.” 

“ How did you find her? ” 



“ I didn’t. She found me. She’s been aboard since 
yesterday, if you had answered your phone.” 

“ I’ll be there. I’ll thank you then.” 


I went hack to the apartment, cut out the fooling 
around, and began to think. I checked over every last 
thing I had to do that day, then made a little program 
in my mind of what I was to do first, and what I was 
to do after that. I knew I would be tailed, and I 
planned it all on that basis. The first thing I did was 
go up to Grand Central, and look up trains for Rye. 
I found there was a local leaving around ten that night. 
I came out of there, went in a store and bought some 
needles and thread. Then I went down to the bank, I 
still had over six thousand dollars in hundred-dollar 
bills, but I needed more than that. I drew out ten thou- 
sand, half of it in thousand-dollar bills, twenty-five 
hundred more in hundreds, and the rest in fives and 
tens, with about fifty ones. I stuffed all that in my 
pockets, and went home with it. I remembered about 
the two shirts I had worn out of the hotel in Mex- 
ico, and pulled one just like it. I took two pairs of 
drawers, put one pair inside the other, sewed the bot- 
toms of each leg together, then quilted that money in, 
all except the ones, and some fives and tens, that I put 
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in my pockets. I put the drawers on. They felt a littlt 
heavy, hut I could get my trousers over them without 
anything showing. Tony came up. They had got out 
of him how he had called the taxi, and he was almost 
crying because he had squealed. I told him it didn’t 
make any diflPerence. 

When dinner time came, instead of going out I had 
something sent in. Then I packed. I shoved a stack of 
newspapers and heavy stulF into a traveling case, and 
locked it. When I dressed I put on a pair of gray flan- 
nel pants I had left over from Hollywood, and over 
my shirt a dark red sweater. I put on a coat, and over 
that a light topcoat. I picked out a gray hat, shoved 
it on the side of my head. I looked at myself in the 
mirror and I looked like what I wanted to look like, a 
guy dressed up to take a trip. After drawing the 
money, I knew they would expect that. That was why 
I had planned it the way I had. 

At nine tliirty, I called Tony, had him take my bag 
down and call a cab, shook hands with him, and called 
out to the driver, “ Grand Central.” We turned into 
Second Avenue. Two cars started up, down near 
Twenty-first Street, and one left the curb just behind 
us as we turned west on Twenty-third. When we turned 
into Fourth, they turned too. When we got to Grand 
Central they were still with us, and five guys got out, 



none of them looking at me. I gave my bag to a red- 
cap, went to the ticket office, bought a ticket for Rye, 
then went out to the news-stand and bought a paper. 
"WTien I mixed with the crowd at the head of the ramp 
I started to read it. Three of the five were there too, 
all of them reading papers. 

The red-cap put me aboard, but I didn’t let him pick 
the car. I did that myself. It was a local, all day- 
coaches, but I wanted one without vestibule. It hap- 
pened to be the smoker, so that looked all right. I took 
a seat near the door and went on reading my paper. 
The three took seats further up, but one of tliem re- 
versed his and sat so he could see me. I didn’t even 
look up as we pulled out, didn’t look up as we pulled 
into a Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street, didn’t look up 
as we pulled out. But when the train had slid about 
twenty feet, I jumped up, left my bag where it was, 
walked three steps to the car platform, and skipped 
off. I never stopped. I zipped right out to a taxi, 
jumped in, told him to drive to Grand Central, and to 
step on it. He started up. I kept my eyes open. No- 
body was behind us, that I cordd see. 

When he turned into upper Park, I tapped on the 
glass and said I was too late for my train, that he 
should go to Eighth Avenue and Twenty-third Street. 
He nodded and kept on. I took off the hat, the topcoat. 
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and the coat, and laid them in a little pile on the seat. 
When we got to Eighth and Twenty-third I got out, took 
out a five-dollar bill. “ I left some stuff in the car, two 
coats and a hat. Take them up to Grand Central and 
check them to leave them. Leave the three checks at 
the information desk, in my name, Mr. Henderson. 
There’s no hurry. Any time tonight will do.” 

“ Yes sir, yes sir.” 

He grabbed the five, touched his hat, and went off. 
I started down Eighth Avenue. Instead of a guy all 
dressed up to go away, I was just a guy without a hat, 
walking down for a stroll on a spring night. I looked 
at my watch. It was a quarter to eleven. I back- 
tracked up to Twenty-third Street and went into a 
movie. 


At twenty after, I came out, started down Eighth 
Avenue again, and walked to Seventeenth Street. I 
took my time, looked in windows, kept peeping at my 
watch. When I cut over to the pier it was a quarter to 
twelve. I followed the signs to the Port of Cobh, 
strolled aboard. Nobody stopped me. Up at the winch 
I saw something that looked familiar. I went up and 
put my arm around him. 



m 


“ She’s back in your old cabin — and you’re late.” 

I went back there, knocked, and stepped in. It was 
dark in there, but a pair of arms were around me be- 
fore I even got the door shut, and a pair of lips were 
against mine, and I tried to say something, and 
couldn’t, and she tried to say something and couldn’t 
and we just sat on one of the berths, and held on to each 
other. 


In almost no time there was a knock on the door and he 
stepped in. “You’ll be going ashore now. Why didn’t 
you get here sooner? ” 

“ What are you talking about? ” 

“ I cast my hawsers in two minutes.” 

“ Hawsers, hell. I’m going with her.” 

“ No, Hoaney. Goodbye, goodbye, now you are 
free, remember Juana, but come not. No, I have much 
money now, I be all right. Now, kiss, I love you 
much.” 

“ I’m going with you.” 

“ No, no!” 

“ Lad, you don’t know what you’re saying. Alone, 
she can vanish like the mist. With you, she’s doomed.” 

“ I’m going with her.” 
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He went out. A bell sounded on the tugboat, and we 
began to move. We looked out. When we straightened 
out in the river we were looking at the J ersey side. We 
slipped past it, and pretty soon we stepped out and 
found him on the bridge. lie was at the far end of it, 
looking out at the Long Island side. I said something, 
but he paid no attention, and pointed. A cluster of 
lights 'was bearing down on us. “ It’s a police boat, 
and she’s headed right for us.” 

We stood watching it, hardly daring to breathe. It 
came on, then cut across our bows toward Staten Is- 
land. We picked up speed. The first swell lifted our 
nose. She put her hand in mine, and gave it a little 
squeeze. 
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XIII 

We wei^e in Guatemala, though, before we really knew 
what we were up against, or I did. The trip down was 
just one nightmare of biting our fingernails and listen- 
ing to every news broadcast we could pick up, to see if 
they were on our trail yet. In between, I stuffed myself 
with food and beer, to put on more weight, and let my 
moustache grow, and plucked my eyebrows to give my 
face a different expression, and stood around in the 
sun, to tan. All I thought about was that radio, and 
what it was going to tell us. Then at Havana I was run- 
ning around like a wild man, still trying to heat them 
to the punch. I found a tailor shop, and put in a rush 
order for clothes, and then at a little bootleg printshop 
I got myself a lot of fake papers fixed up, all in the 
name of Giuseppe Di Nola and where she figured in 
them, Lola Dominguez Di Nola. I speak Italian like a 
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Neapolitan, and I changed myself into an Italian as 
fast as the tailor, the printer, the barber, and all the 
rest of ihera could work on me. As well as I could tell, 
I got by all right, and none of them had any idea who 
I was. But one thing kept gnawing at me, and that 
was the hello I had said to Conners on that first broad- 
cast. Sooner or later, I knew, somebody was going to 
remember it and check back, and then we would be 
sunk. I wanted to get a thousand miles away from that 
ship, and any place she would touch on her way down 
to Rio. 

I had to work fast, because all we had was a three- 
day layover. As soon as my first suit was ready, I put 
my fake papers in a briefcase and went over to Pan- 
American. I found all we would really need was a vac- 
cination certificate for each of us. The rest was a.mat- 
ter of tourist papers that they furnished. I told them to 
make out the ticket and that I would have the certifi- 
cates at the airport in the morning. I went over to 
American Express and bought travelers’ checks, then 
went down to the boat and got her. I had her put on 
some New York clothes, and we went ashore. Then we 
went to a little hotel off the Prado. Conners wasn’t 
there when we left, and I had to scribble a note to him, 
and call that a goodbye. It seemed a terrible thing 
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to beat it without even shaking his hand, hut I was 
afraid even to leave our hotel address with anyone on 
board, for fear some U.S. detective would show up and 
they would tip him off. So far, none of them on the 
ship knew us. He had run into a strike at Seattle in 
the winter, and cleared with an entirely new crew, even 
officers. He had carried us as Mr. and Mrs. Di Nola, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Di Nola just disappeared. 


There was no hotel doctor, hut they knew of one, and 
got him around, and he vaccinated us, and gave us our 
certificates. About six o’clock I went around to the 
tailor and got the rest of my suits. They were aU 
right, and so were the shoes, shirts, and the rest of the 
stuff I had bought. The tropicals were double- 
breasted, with a kind of a Monte Carlo look, the pin- 
stripe had white piping on the vest and the gray had 
black velvet, the hats were fedoras, one green, the other 
black, with a Panama thrown in to go with the tropi- 
cals. The shoes were two-toned. On appearance, I was 
as Italian as Mussolini, and I was surprised to see I 
looked quite a lot like him. I got out my razor and 
gave the moustache an up-cut under each comer. That 
helped. It was two weeks out now, and plenty black. 



with some gray in it. Those gray hairs startled me. I 
hadn’t known they were there. 


In the morning we went to the airport, showed the cer- 
tificates, and were passed through. The way the trip 
broke, we could make better time by going through to 
Vera Cruz, and then turning south, than by making 
the change at Merida. There had been some switch on 
planes, and that would save us a day. I didn’t want to 
spend one more hour in Mexico than I had to, so I said 
that suited me. Where we were going I had no idea, ex- 
cept that we were going a long way from Havana, but 
where we were booked for was Guatemala. That 
seemed to be a kind of a terminus, and to go on from 
there we would have to have more papers than they 
could furnish us with at Havana. She got sick as a dog 
as soon as we took off, and I, and the steward, and the 
pilots thought it was airsickness. But when it still kept 
up, after we got to the hotel in Vera Cruz, I knew it 
was the vaccination. She was all right, though, the 
next day, and kept looking down at the country we were 
going over. We had the Gulf of Mexico under us for 
a little w;hile after we hauled out of Vera Cruz, and 
then as We were working down toward Tapachula we 



were over the Pacific. She had to have all that ex- 
plained to her. She had never got the oceans quite 
straight, and how we could leave one, and then pick 
up another almost before we had time to look at the 
pictures in the magazines, had to be hlue-printed for 
her, with drawings. To her, I think ail countries were 
square, like a bean patch with lines of maguey around 
it, and it was hard for her to get through her head how 
any country, and especially Mexico, could he wide at 
the top and narrow at the bottom. 


At Guatemala, we marched from the plane into the 
pavilion with a loud speaker blaring the Merry Widow 
waltz, a barefoot Indian girl gave us coffee, and then 
after a while an American in a flyer’s uniform came 
and explained to me, in some kind of broken Italian, 
what I would have to do to go on down the line, if that 
was what I expected to do. I thanked him, we got our 
luggage, and went to the Palace Hotel. Then I got to 
thinking: Why are we going down the line? Why is 
Chile any better tlian Guatemala? Our big danger 
comes every time we fool with papers, and if we’re all 
right so far, why not let well enough alone, and dig 
in? We couldn’t stay on at the hotel, because it was 



full of Americans, Germans, English and all kinds of 
people, and sooner or later one of them would know 
me. But we might rent a place. I sent her down to the 
desk to ask how we went about it, and when we found 
out we didn’t have to sign any police forms, we went 
out and got a house. It was a furnished house, just 
around the block from the hotel, and the gloomiest 
dump I ever laid eyes on, with walnut chairs, and 
horse-hair sofas, and sea shells, and coconut shells 
carved into skulls, and everything else you could think 
of. But there was a bathroom in it, and it didn’t look 
like we would find one any better. The lady that owned 
it was Mrs. Gonzalez, and she Wanted it understood 
that she didn’t really have to rent the house, that she 
came of an old coffee family, that she preferred to live 
out of town, at the lake, on account of her health. We 
said we understood that perfectly, and closed at a 
hundred and fifty quetzals a month. A quetzal ex- 
changes even with a dollar. 

So in a couple of days we moved in. I found a 
Japanese couple that didn’t speak any English, Italian, 
or Spanish, and we had to wigwag, hut there was no 
chance of their finding out loo much. I was practicing 
Spanish morning, noon and night, so she and I would 
be able to talk in front of other people without using 
English, and I tried to speak it with an Italian accent, 



i>ul I still wasn’t sure I was getting away with it. With 
the Japs, though, it was at least safe around the house. 


So then we breathed a little easier, and began to 
shake down into a routine. Daytime we’d lay around, 
mostly upstairs, in our bedroom. At night we’d walk 
down to the main park, and listen to the hand. But 
we’d always sit well away from it, on a lonely bench. 
Then we’d come back, flit the mosquitoes, and go to 
bed. There was nothing else to do, even if we had 
thought it was safe to do it. Guatemala is tlie Japan of 
Central America. They’ve copied everything. They’ve 
got Mexican music, American movies, Scotch whisky, 
German delicatessens, Roman religion, and every- 
thing else imported you can think of. But they for- 
got to put anything of their own in, and what comes out 
is a place you could hardly tell from Glendale, Cali- 
fornia, on a bet. It’s clean, modern, prosperous, and 
dull. And the weather gives you plenty of chance to 
find out how dull it really is. We hit there in June, at 
the height of the rainy season. It’s not supposed to 
rain in Central America, by the hooks, but that’s wrong. 
It rains plenty, a cold, gray rain that sometimes keeps 
up for two days at a time. Then when the sun comes 
out it’s so sticky hot you can hardly breathe, and the 
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mosquitoes start up. The air gets you down almost as 
bad as it does in Mexico. Guatemala City is nearly a 
mile up in the air, and at night that feeling of suf- 
focation comes over you, so you think you’ll die if 
you don’t get something in your lungs you can breathe. 


Little by little, a change came over her. Mind you, 
from the time we left New York we hadn’t said one 
word about Winston, or what she dici, or whether it was 
right or wrong, or anything about it. That was done, 
and we steered around it. We talked about the Japs, 
the mosquitoes, where Conners was by now, things like 
that, and so long as we jumped at every noise, we 
seemed to be nearer than we ever had been. But after 
that eased off, and we began to kid ourselves we were 
safe, she began moping to herself, and now and then 
I’d catch her looking at me. Then I noticed that an- 
other thing we never talked about was my singing. And 
then one night, just as we started downstairs to go 
out in the park, just mechanically I did a little turn, 
andin another second would have cut loose a high one. 
I saw this look of horror on her face, and choked it 
off. She listened, to see if the J aps had caught it. They 
seemed to be in the kitchen, so we went on down. Then 
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it came to me, the spot I was in. On the way down I 
hadn’t even thought about singing. But here, and 
any other place soutli of the Rio Grande, for that mat- 
ter, my voice was just as familiar as bananas. My pic- 
ture, in the lumberjack suit, was still plastered all over 
the Panamier show windows, Pablo Bunan had played 
the town not a month before, even the kids were whis- 
tling My Pal Babe. Unless I was going to send her to 
the chair, I couldn’t ever sing again. 


I tried not to think about it, and so long as I could 
read, or do something to get my mind off it, I wouldn’t. 
But you can’t read all the time, and in the afternoon I’d 
get to wishing she’d wake up from her siesta, so we 
could talk, or practice Spanish, and I could shake it 
off. Then I began to get this ache across the bridge of 
my nose. You see, it wasn’t that I was thinking about 
the fine music I couldn’t sing any more, or the muted 
song that was lost to the world, or anything like that. It 
was simpler than that, and worse. A voice is a physical 
thing, and if you’ve got one, it’s like any other physi- 
cal thing. It’s in you, and it’s got to come out. The 
only thing I can compare it with is when you haven’t 
been with a woman for a long time, and you get so 
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you think if you don’t find one soon, you’ll go insane. 
The bridge of the nose is where your voice focuses, 
where you get that little pull when you cut it loose, 
and that was where I began to feel it. I’d talk, and 
read, and eat, and try to foi’get it, and it would go away, 
but then it would come back. 

Then I began to have these dreams. I’d be up there, 
and they’d be playing my cue, and it would be lime 
for me to come in, and I’d open my mouth, and nothing 
would come out of it. I’d be dying to sing, .and 
couldn’t. A murmur would go over the house, he’d 
rap the orchestra to attention, look at me, and start 
the cue again. Then I’d wake up. Then one night, just 
after she had gone over to her bed, something happened 
so we did talk about it. In Central America, they’ve 
got radios all over the place, and there were three in 
the block back of us, and one of them had been setting 
me nuts all day. It was getting London, and they don’t 
have any of that advertising hooey over there. The 
whole Barber of Seville had come over in the after- 
noon, with only a couple of small cuts, and at night 
they bad played the Third, Fifth, and Seventh Beetho- 
ven symphonies. Then, around ten o’clock, a guy be- 
gan to sing the serenade from Don Giovanni, the same 
thing I had sung for Conners at Acapulco, the same 
thing I had sung the night I came in big at the Metro- 
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polilan. He was pretty good. Tlren, at the end, he did 
the same messa di voce that I had done. I kind of 
laughed, in the dark. “. . . Well, he’s heard me 
sing it.” 

She didn’t say anything, and then I felt she was 
crying. I went over tliere. “ What’s the matter? ” 

“ Hoaney, Hoaney, you leave me how. Yougo. We 
say goodbye.” 

“ Well — what’s the big idea? ” 

“ You no know who that was? Who sing? Just 
now? ” 

“ No. Why? ” 

“ That was you.” 

She turned away from me then, and began to shake 
from her sobs, and I knew I had been listening to one 
of my own phonograph records, put on the air after 
the main program was over. . . Well? What 
of it? ” 

But I must have sounded a little sick. She got up, 
snapped on the light, and began walking around the 
room. She was stark naked, the way she generally slept 
ojn hot nights, but she was no sculptor’s model now. 
She looked like an old woman, with her shoulders 
slumped down, her feet sliding along in a flat-footed 
Indian walk, her eyes set dead ahead, like two marbles, 
and her hair hanging straight over her face. When the 



sobs died ofif a little, she pulled out a bureau drawer, 
got out a gray rebozo, and pulled that over her shoul- 
ders. Then she started shuffling around again. If she 
had had a donkey beside her, it would have been any 
hag, from Mexicali to Tapachula. Then she began 
to talk. . . So, Now you go. Now we say adios.” 

“ What the hell are you talking about? You think 
I’m going to walk out on you now? ” 

“ I kill these man, yes. For what he do to you, for 
what he do to me, I have to kill him. I know these thing 
at once, that night, when I hear of the inmigracion, 
that I have to kill him. I ask you? No. Then what 
I do? Yes? What I do? ” 

“ Listen, for Christ’s sake — ” 

“ What I do? You tell me, what I do? ” 

“ Goddam if I know. Laughed at him, for one 
thing.” 

“ I say goodbye. Yes, I come to you, say remember 
Juana, kiss you one time, adios. Yes. I kill him, but 
then is goodbye. I know. I say so. You remember? ” 
“ I don’t know. Will you cut it out, and — ” 

“ Then you come to boat. I am weak. I love you 
much. But what I do then? What I say? ” 

“ Goodbye, I suppose. Is that all you know to 
say? ” 
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“ Yes. Once more I say goodbye. The capitan, he 
know too, he tell you go. You no go. You come. Once 
more, I love you much, I am glad. . . . Now, once 
more. Three time, I tell you go. It is the end. I tell 
you, goodbye" 

She didn’t look at me. She was shooting it at me 
with her eyes staring straight again, and her feet carry- 
ing her back and forth with that sliding, shuffling walk. 
I opened my mouth two or three times to stall some 
more, hut couldn’t, looking at her. “ Well, what are 
you going to do? Will you tell me that? Do you 
know? ” 

“ Yes. You go. You give me money, not much, 
but little bit. Then I work, get little job, maybe kitchen 
muchacha, nobody know me, look like aU other mu- 
chacha, I get job, easy. Then I go to priest, confess my 
pecado — ” 

“ That’s what I’ve been waiting for. I knew that was 
coming. Now let me tell you something. You confess 
that pecado, and right there is where you lose.” 

“ I no lose. I give money to church, they no turn me 
in. Then I have peace. Then some time I go back to 
Mexico.” 

“ And what about me? ” 

“ You go. You sing. You sing for radio. I hear. 
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I remember. You remember. Maybe. Remember lit- 
tle dumb muchacha — ” 

“ Listen, little dumb muchacha, that’s all swell, ex- 
cept for one thing. When we hooked up, we hooked up 
for good, and — ” 

“ Why you talk so? It is the end! Can you no see 
these thing? It is the end! You no go, what then? 
They take me back. Me only, they never find. You, 
yes. They take me back, and what they do to me? In 
Mexico, maybe nothing, unless he was politico. In 
New York, I know, you know. The soldados come, 
they put the pahuelo over the eyes, they take me to 
wall, they shoot. Why you do tliese things to me? 
You love me, yes. But it is the end! ” 

I tried to argue, got up and tried to catch her, to 
make her quit that walking around. She slipped away 
from me. Then she flung herself down on her bed and 
lay there staring up at the ceiling. When I came to 
her she waved me away. From that time on she slept 
in her bed and I slept in mine, and nothing I could do 
would break her down. 


I didn’t leave her, I couldn’t leave her. It wasn’t only 
that I was insane about her. What was between us 
had completely reversed since we started out. In the 



Beginning, I thought of her like she had said, as a little 
dumb muchacha that I was nuts about, that I loved to 
touch and sleep with and play with. But now I had 
found out that in all the main things of my life she was 
stronger than I was, and I had got so I had to be with 
her. It wouldn’t have done any good to leave her. I’d 
have been back as fast as a plane could carry me. 


For a week after that, we’d lie there in the afternoon, 
saying nothing, and then she began putting on her 
clothes and going out. I’d lie there, trying not to think 
about singing, praying for strength not to suck in a 
bellyful and cut it loose. Then it popped in my mind 
about the priests, and I got in a cold sweat that that 
was where she was going. So one day I followed her. 
But she went past the Cathedral, and then I got ashamed 
of myself and turned around and came hack. 


I had to do something with myself, though, so when 
she went I began going to the baseball games. From 
that you can imagine how much there was to do in 
Guatemala, that I would go to the baseball game. 
They’ve got some kind of a league between Managua, 



Guatemala, San Salvador, and some other Central 
American towns, and they get as excited about it as 
they get in Chicago over a World Series, and yell at 
the ump, and all the rest of it. Busses run out there, 
but I walked. The fewer people that got a close look 
at me, the better I liked it. One day I found myself 
watching tlie pitcher on the San Salvador team. Tlie 
papers gave his name as Barrios, but he must have 
been an American, or anyway have lived in the United 
States, from his motion. Most of those Indians handle 
a ball jerky, and fight it so they make more errors 
than you could believe. But this guy had the old Lefty 
Gomez motion, loose, easy, so his whole weight went in 
the pitch, and more smoke than all the rest of them had 
put together. I sat looking at him, taking in those mo- 
tions, and then all of a sudden I felt my heart stop. 
Was it coming out in me again, this thing that had got 
me when I met Winston? Was that kid out there really 
doing things to me that had nothing to do with base- 
ball? Was it having its effect, her putting me out of 
her bed? 

I got up and left. I know now it was just nerves, 
that when Winston died that chapter ended. But I 
didn’t then. I tried to put it out of my mind, and 
couldn’t. I didn’t go to the ball games any more, 
but then, after a couple of weeks, I got to thinking: 
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Am I going to turn into the priest again? Am I going 
to give up everything else in this Christ-forsaken 
dump, and then lose my voice too? It began to be 
an obsession with me that I had to have a woman, that 
if I didn’t have a woman I was sunk. 


She didn’t go with me to hear the band play any more. 
She stayed home and went to bed. One night, when I 
went out, instead of heading for the park, I flagged a 
taxi. “ La Locha.’’ 

“ Si, Senor, La Locha.” 

I had heard guys at the ball game talking about La 
Locha ’s, but I didn’t know where it was. It turned out 
to be on Tenth Avenue, but the district was on a differ- 
ent system from in Mexico. There were regular 
houses, with red lights over the door, all according to 
Hoyle. I rang, and an Indian let me in. A whorehouse, 
I guess, is the same all over the world. There was a 
big room, with a phonograph on one side, a radio on 
the other, and an electric piano in the middle, with 
a stained-glass picture of Niagara Falls in the front, 
that lit up whenever somebody put in a nickel. The 
wallpaper had red roses all over it, and at one end was 
a bar. Back of the bar was an oil painting of a nude, 
and in the cabinet under it were stacks and stacks of 
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long square cans. When a guy in Guatemala really 
wants to show the girls a good time, he blows them to 
canned asparagus. 

The Indian looked at me pretty funny, and after 
he went back, so did the woman at the bar. I thought 
at first it was the Italian way I was speaking Spanish, 
hut then it seemed to he something about my hat. An 
army officer was at a little table, reading a newspaper. 
He had his hat on, and then I remembered, and put 
mine on. I ordered cerveza, and three girls came in. 
They stood on the rail and began loving me up. Two 
of them were Indian, but one of them was white, and 
she looked like the cleanest. I put my arm around her, 
and after the other two got their drinks, they went over 
with the officer. One of them turned on the radio, and 
the other one and the officer began to dance. My girl 
and I danced. By rights I guess she was fairly pretty. 
She couldn’t have been more than twenty-one or two, 
and even in the . sweater and green dress she had on, 
you could see she had a pretty good shape. But she 
kept playing with my hand, and everything I’d say to 
her, she’d answer in a little high squealc of a voice that 
got on my nerves. I asked her what her name wus. She 
said Maria. 

We had another dance, but God knows there was 
no point in keeping that up. I asked her if she wanted 
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to go upstairs, and she was leading me out the door 
even before the tune was over. 

We went up, she took me in a room, and snapped 
on the light. It was just the same old whore’s bedroom, 
except for one thing. On the bureau was a signed 
photograph of Enzo Luchetti, an old bass I had sung 
with years, before, in Florence. My heart skipped a 
heat. If he was in town, that meant I had to get out, 
and get out fast. I picked it up and asked her who it 
was. She said she didn’t know. Another girl had had 
the room before she came, a fine girl that had been in 
Europe, but she had got enferma and had to leave. 
I put it down and said it looked like an Italian. She 
asked if I wasn’t Italian. I said yes. 

There didn’t seem to be much to do, tlien, but get 
at it. She began dropping off her clothes. I began 
dropping off mine. She snapped off the light and we 
lay down on the bed. I didn’t want her, and yet I was 
excited, in some kind of queer, unnatural way, because 
I knew I had to have her. It didn’t seem possible thal 
anything could be over so quick and amount to so 
tittle. We lay there, and I tried to talk to her, but there 
wasn’t anything to talk to. Then we had another, and 
next thing I knew I was dressing. Ten quetzals. I gave 
her fifteen. She got awfully friendly tlien, but it was 
like having a poodle bitch trying to jump in your lap. 
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It was only a little after ten when I got home, but 
Juana was asleep. I undressed in the dark, got into 
bed, and thought I would get some peace. Next thing, 
the conductor threw the stick on me, and I tried to sing, 
and the chorus stood around looking at .me, and I 
began yelling, trying to tell them why I couldn’t. 
When I woke up, those yells were still echoing in my 
ears, and she was standing over me, shaking me. 

“ Hoaney! What is it? ” 

“ Just a dream.” 

“ So.” 

She went back to bed. Not only the bridge of my 
nose, but the whole front of my face was aching so it 
was two hours before I dropped off again. 


From then on I was like somebody threshing around 
in a fever, and the more I threshed the worse the fever 
got. I went around there every night, and when I was 
so sick of Maria I couldn’t even look at her any more, 
I tried the Indian girls, and when I got sick of them 
I went in other places, and tried other Indian girls. 
Then I began picking girls up off the street, and in 
cafes, and taking them in to cheap hotels off the park. 
They didn’t ask me to register and I didn’t volunteer. 
I paid the money, took them in, and around eleven 
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o’clock left them there and went home. Then I went 
back to La Locha’s and started up with Maria again. 
The more I had of them the worse I wanted to sing. 
And all that time there was only one woman in the 
world that I really wanted, and that was Juana. But 
Juana had turned to ice. After that one little flash, 
when I woke her up with my nightmare, she went back 
to treating me like she just barely knew me. We spoke, 
talked about whatever had to be talked about, but 
whenever I tried to push it further than that, she didn’t 
even hear me. 


One night the Pagliacci cue began to play, and I was 
just about to step through the curtain and face that 
conductor again. But I was almost used to it by now, 
and woke up. I was about to drop off again, when a 
horrible realization came to me. I wasn’t home. I was 
in bed with Maria. I had been lying there listening to 
her squeak about how the rains would be over soon, 
and then the good weather would come, and must have 
gone to sleep. I was the star customer there by now, 
and she must have turned off the light and just let 
me alone. I jumped up, snapped on the light, and 
looked at my watch. It was two o’clock. I jumped into 
my clothes, left a twenty-quetzal note on the bureau, 
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and ran downstairs. Things were just getting good 
down in the main room. The army, the judiciary, the 
coiFee kingdom, and the banana empire were all on 
hand, the girls were stewed, the asparagus was going 
down in bunches, and the radio, the phonograph, and 
the electric piano were all going at once. I never 
stopped. A whole row of taxies were parked up and 
down the street outside. I jumped in one, went home. 
A light was on upstairs. I let myself in and started 
up there. 


Halfway up, I felt something coming at me. I fell 
hack a step, and braced myself for her to hit me. She 
didn’t. She shot by me on the stairs, and in the half 
light I saw she was dressed to go out. She had on red 
hat, red dress, and red shoes, with gold stockings, and 
rouge smeared all over her face, but I didn’t catch all 
that until later. All I saw was that she was got up like 
some kind of a hussy, and I took about six steps at 
one jump and caught her at the door. She didn’t 
scream. She never screamed, or talked loud, or any- 
thing like that. She sank her teeth into my hand and 
grabbed for the door again. I caught her once more, 
and we fought like a couple of animals. Then I threw 
her against the door, got my arms around her from 
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behind, and carried her upstairs, with her heels cut- 
ting dents in my shins. When we got in tlie bedroom 
I turned her loose, and we faced each other panting, 
her eyes like two points of light, my hands slippery 
with blood. “ What’s the rush? Where you going? ” 

“ Where you tliink? To the Locha, where you come 
from.” 

That was one between the eyes. I didn’t know she 
had even heard of La Locha’s. But I dead-panned as 
well as I could. 

“ What’s the Locha ? I don’t seem to place it.” 

“ So, once more you lie.” 

“ I don’t even know what you’re talking about. I 
went for a walk and got lost, that’s aU.” 

“ You lie, now another time you lie. You think 
these girl no tell me about crazy Italian who come 
every night? You think they no tell me? ” 

“ So that’s where you spend your afternoons.” 

“ Yes.” 

She stood smiling at me, letting it soak in. I kept 
thinking I ought to kill her, that if I was a man 
I’d take her by the throat and choke her till her face 
turned black. But I didn’t want to kill her. I just 
felt shaky in the knees, and weak, and sick. My 
lips began to twitch, and I sat down. “ Yes, that is 
where. I go, I find little muchacha for company, little 
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muchacha like me, for nice little talk and cup of choco- 
late after siesta. And what these little muchacha talk? 
Only about crazy Italian, who come every night, give 
five-quetzal tip.” She pitched her voice into Maria’s 
squeak. “ St. Cinco quetzales.” 

I was licked. When I had run my tongue around my 
lips enough that they stopped fluttering, I backed down. 
“ All right. Once more I’ll cut out the lying. Yes, I 
was there. Now will you stop this show, so we can 
talk? ” 

She looked away, and I saw her lips begin to twitch. 
I went in the bathroom, and started to wash the blood 
off my hand. I wanted her to follow me in, and I knew 
if she did, she’d break. She didn’t. “ No! No more 
talkl You no go, then I go! Adios!** 

She was down, and out the front door, before I even 
got to the head of the stairs. 



^ SOS 


XIV 

I ran out on the street just as a taxi puUed away from 
the corner. I yelled, but it didn’t stop. There was no 
other taxi in sight, and I didn’t find one till I went 
clear around the block to the stand in front of the 
hotel. I had him take me hack to La Locha’s. By that 
■time there were at least twenty cabs parked up and 
down the street, and things were going strong in all 
the houses. It kept riding me that evfen if she had 
gone in the place, they might lie to me about it, and 
I couldn’t be sure unless I searched the joint, and that 
meant they would call in the cops. I went to the first 
cab that was parked there and asked him if a girl in a 
red dress had gone in any of the houses. He said no. 
I gave him a quetzal and said if she showed, he was to 
come in La Locha’s and let me know. I went to the 
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next driver, and the next, and did the same. By the 
lime I had handed out quetzals to half a dozen of them, 
I knew that ten seconds after she got out of her cab I 
would know it. I went hack to La Locha’s. No girl in 
a red dress had come, said the Indian. I set up drinks 
for all hands, sat down witli one of the girls, and 
waited. 

Around three o’clock the judiciary began to leave, 
and after them the army, and then all the others that 
weren’t spending the night. At four o’clock they put 
me out. Two or three of my taxi drivers were still 
there, and they swore that no girl in a red dress, or 
any other kind of dress, had come to any house in the 
street all night. I passed out a couple more quetzals, 
had one of them drive me home. She wasn’t there. 
I routed out the Japs. It was an hour’s job of pidgin 
Spanish and wig-wagging to find out what they knew, 
but after a while I got it straight. Around nine o’clock 
she had started to pack. Then she got a cab, put her 
things in it, and went out. Then she came back, and 
when she found out I wasn’t home, went out. When she 
came back the second time, around midnight, she had 
on the red dress, and kept walking around upstairs 
waiting for me. Then I came home, and there was the 
commotion, and she went out again, and hadn’t been 
back since. 
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I shaved, cleaned the dried blood off my hand, 
changed my clothes. Around eight o’clock I tried to 
eat some breakfast and couldn’t. Around nine o’clock 
the bell rang. A taxi driver was at the door. He said 
some of his friends had told him I was looking for a 
lady in a red dress. He said he had driven her, and 
could take me to where he left her. I look my hat, 
got in, and he drove me around to a cheap hotel, one 
of those I had been to myself. They said yes, a lady 
of that description had been there. She had come 
earlier in the evening, changed her clothes once and 
gone out, then come back late and left an early call. 
She hadn’t registered. About seven thirty this morn- 
ing she had gone out. I asked how she was dressed. 
They just shrugged. I asked if she had taken a cab. 
They said they didn’t know. I rode back to the house, 
and tried to piece it together. One thing began to stick 
out of it now. My being out late, that wasn’t why she 
had left. She was leaving anyway, and after she had 
moved out she had come back, probably to say good- 
bye. Then when she found I wasn’t there she had got 
sore, gone to the hotel again, changed into the red 
dress, and come back to harpoon me with how she was 
going back to her old life. Whether she had gone back 
to it, or what she had done, I had no more idea than 
the man in the moon. 



I waited all that day, and the next. I was afraid to 
go to the police. I could have checked on the Tenth 
Avenue end of it in a minute. They keep a eard for 
every girl on the street, with her record and picture, 
and if she had gone there, she would have had to re- 
port. But once I set them on her trail, that might be 
the beginning of the end. And I didn’t even know 
what name she was using. So far, even with the drivers 
and at the hotel, I hadn’t given her name or mine. I 
had spoken of her as the girl in the red dress, but even 
that wouldn’t do any more. If they couldn’t remember 
how she was dressed when she left the hotel, it was a 
cinch she wasn’t wearing red. I lay around, and 
waited, and cursed myself for giving her five thousand 
quetzals cash, just in case. With that, she could hide 
out on me for a year. And then it dawned on me for the 
first time that with that she could go anywhere she 
pleased. She could have left town. 

I went right over to one of the open-front drug- 
stores, went in a booth, and called Pan-American. I 
spoke English. I said I was an American, that I had 
met a Mexican lady at the hotel and promised to give 
her some pictures I had taken of her, but that I hadn’t 
seen her for a couple of days and I was wondering if 
she had left town. They asked me her name. I said I 
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didn’t know her name, but they might identify her by 
a fur coat she was probably carrying. They asked me 
to hold the line. Then they said yes, the porter remem- 
bered a fur coat he had handled for a Mexican lady, 
that if I’d hold the line they’d see if they could get me 
her name and address. I held the line again. Then 
they said they were sorry, they didn’t have her address, 
but her name was Mrs. Di Nola, and she had left on the 
early plane tlie day before for Mexico City. 


Mexico looked exactly the same, the burros, the goats, 
the pulqueriaSf the markets, but I didn’t have time for 
any of that. I went straight from the airport to the Ma- 
jestic, a new hotel that had opened since I left there, 
registered as Di Nola, and started to look for her. I 
didn’t go to the police, I didn’t make any inquiries, 
and I didn’t do any walking, for fear I’d be recognized. 
I just put a car under charter, had the driver go around 
and around, and took a chance that sooner or later I’d 
see her. I went up and down the Guauhtemolzin until 
the girls would jeer at us every time we showed up, 
and the driver had to wave and say “ postales,” to shut 
them up. Buying postcards seemed to be the stock alibi 
if you were just rubbering around. I went up and down 
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every avenue, where the crowds were thickest, and the 
more the traffic held us up, the better it suited me. I 
kept my eyes glued to the sidewalk. At night, we drove 
past every cafe, and around eleven o’clock, when the 
picture theaters closed, we drove past them, on the 
chance I’d see her coming out. I didn’t tell him what 
I wanted. I just told him where to drive. 

By the end of that day I hadn’t even caught a glimpse 
of her. I told the driver to be on deck promptly at 
eleven the next morning, which was Sunday. We 
started out, and I had him drive me into Chapullepec 
Park, and I was sure I’d see her there. The whole city 
tui'ns out there every Sunday morning, to listen to the 
hand, ride horses, wink at the girls, and just walk. We 
rode around for three hours, past the zoo, the band- 
stand, the boats in the lake, the chief of the mounted 
police and his daughter, so many times we got dizzy, 
and still no trace of her. In the afternoon we kept it 
up, driving all over the city, going every place there 
might be a crowd. There was no bullfight. The sea- 
son for them hadn’t started, but we combed the boule- 
vards, the suburbs, and every place else I could think 
of. He asked if I’d need him after supper. I said no, 
to report at ten in the morning. It wasn’t getting me 
anywhere, and I wanted to think what I was going to 
do next. 
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After dinner I took a walk, to try and figure out some- 
thing. I passed two or three people I had known, hut 
they never gave me a tumble. What left Mexico was 
a big, hard, and starved-looking American. What 
came back was a middle-aged wop, with a pot on him 
so big it hid his feet. When I got to the Palacio de 
Bellas Artes, it was all lit up. I crossed toward it, and 
thought I’d sit on a stone bench and keep an eye on the 
crowd that was coming in. But when I got near enough 
to read the signs I saw it was Rigoletlo they were giv- 
ing, and this dizzy, drunken feeling swept over me, 
that I should go in there and sing it, and take the curse 
off that flop, and show them how I could do it. I cut 
back, and turned the corner into the town. 

Next to the bullring box office is a cafe. I went in 
there, ordered an apricot brandy, and sat down. I told 
myself to forget about the singing, that what I was 
trying to do was find her. The place was pretty fuU, 
and three or four guys were standing in front of one 
of the booth tables against the wall. Through them I 
caught a flash of red, and ray mouth went dry. They 
went back to their own table and I was looking right 
at her. 

She was with Triesca, the bullfighter, and more guys 
kept coming up to him, shaking his hand, and going 
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away again. She saw me, and looked away quick. 
Then he saw me. He kept looking at me, and then he 
placed me. He said something to her, and laughed. 
She nodded, kept looking off somewhere with a 
strained face, and then half laughed. Then he ogled 
at me. By the way both of them were acting I knew he 
didn’t connect me with New York, and maybe didn’t 
know anything about the New York stuff at all. All he 
saw was a guy that had once taken his girl away from 
him, and had then turned out to be a fag. But that was 
enough for him. He began putting on an act that the 
whole room was roaring at in a minute. Her face got 
hard and set. 1 felt the blood begin to pound in my 
head. 


A mariachi came in. He threw them a couple of pesos, 
and they screeched three or four times. Then he got 
a real idea. He called the leader, and whispered, and 
they started Cielito Lindo. But instead of them sing- 
ing it, he got up and sang it. He sang it right at me, 
in a high, simpering falsetto, with gestures. They 
laughed like hell. If she had dead-paimed, I think I 
would have sat there and taken it. But she didn’t. She 
laughed. I don’t know why. Maybe she was just nerv- 
ous. Maybe she played it the way the rest of them ex- 
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pected her to play it. Maybe she was still sore about 
Guatemala. Maybe she really thought it was funny, 
that I should be following her around like some puppy 
after she had hooked up with another man. I don’t 
know, and I didn’t think about any of that at the time. 
When I saw that laugh, I got a dizzy, wanton feeling in 
my head, and I knew that all hell couldn’t stop me 
from what I was going to do. 

He got to the end of the verse, and they gave him a 
laugh and a big hand. He struck a pose for the chorus, 
and then I laughed too, and stood up. That surprised 
him, and he hesitated. And then I shot it: 

Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay! 

Canta y no llores 
Porque cantando se alegran 
Cielito Undo 
Los corazones! 

It was like gold, bigger than it had ever been, and 
when I finished I was panting from the excitement of 
it. He stood there, looking thick, and then came this 
roar of applause. The mariachi leader began jabber- 
ing at me, and they started it again. I sang it through, 
drunk from the way it felt, drunk from the look on her 
face. On the second chorus, I sang it right at her, soft 
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and slow. But at the end I put in a high one, closed my 
eyes and swelled it, held it till the glasses rattled, and 
then came off it. 


When I opened my eyes she wasn’t looking at me. She 
was looking past the bar, behind me. The mob was 
cheering, people were crowding in from the street, and 
all over the place they were passing it around, “ El 
Panamier Trovador! ” But in a booth was an officer, 
yelling into a telephone. How long that kept up I don’t 
know. They were all around me, jabbering things for 
me to sing. Next thing I knew, she was running for the 
door, Triesca after her. But I was ahead of him. I 
rammed through the crowd, and when I got to the street 
I could see the red of her dress, half a block away. I 
started to run. I hadn’t gone two steps before some 
cops grabbed me. I wrestled with them. From up the 
street came shots, and people began to run and scream. 
Then from somewhere came a rattle of Spanish, and I 
heard the word “ gringo.” They turned me loose, and 
I ran on. Ahead of me were more cops, and people 
standing around. I saw something red on the pave- 
ment. When I pushed through she was lying there, and 
beside her, this quivering smile on his face, was a short 
guy in uniform, with three stars on his shoulder. It 
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seemed a long time before I knew it was the politico 
from Acapulco. I got it, then, that order to lay off the 
gringo. He couldn’t shoot me. I was too important. 
But he could shoot her, for trying to escape, or resist- 
ing arrest, or whatever it was. And he could stand 
there, and wait, and get his kick when I had to look at 
her. 

I jumped for him, and he stepped hack, but then I 
tuiTied to water, and I sank down beside her, the cops, 
the lights, and the ambulance going around and around 
in a horrible spin. If he had done that to her, what had 
I done? 


Once more I was in the vestry room of the little church 
near Acapulco, and I could even see the burned place 
on the bricks where we had made the fire. Indians were 
slipping in, barefooted, the women with rebozos over 
their heads, the men in white suits, extra clean. Her 
father and mother were in the first pew, and some sis- 
ters and brothers I didn’t even know she had. The 
casket was white, and the altar was banked with the 
flowers I had had sent down, flowers from Xochimilco, 
that she liked. The choir loft was full of boy§ and 
girls, all in white. The priest came in, started to put 
on his vestments, and I paid him. He caught my arm. 



“ You sing, yes, Senor Sharp? An Agnus Dei, per- 
haps? ” 

“ No ” 

He shrugged, turned away, and pulled the surplice 
over his head. This horrible sense of guilt swept over 
me, like it had a hundred times in the last two days. 
“. . . Never. . . . Never again.” 

“ Ah.” 

He just breathed it, and stood looking at me, then 
his hand traced a blessing for me, and he whispered in 
Latin. I knew, then, I had made a confession, and re- 
ceived an absolution, and some kind of gray peace 
came over me. I went out, slipped in the pew with her 
family, and the music started. They carried her out 
to a grave on the hillside. As they lowered her down, 
an iguana jumped out of it and went running over the 
rocks. 




